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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
This is my Biffno 2012. It was a roller-coaster ride to say the least. Thanks to Lia for the look over :) 


ft was a dark and stormy night. 

Scratch that. 

The ominous clouds overlooked the quaint village.. 

No, scratch that as well 

He lay in bed oblivious of the world around him and dreamed. 


Sigh. Oh fuck it. 


Lets just say that I'm a private dick. No, not that kind of dick - a detective. A private eye, a snoop, a 
gumshoe, that sort of thing. 


| see things that no one else does. Well ok, I'm not Superman, but you get the idea. It's kind of ideal for us dicks 


to notice things in order to solve cases. 

And l'm a pro at that. Solved three just last year... 

Well ok, so I'm not exactly a detective to the stars, but a case is a case. Quality over quantity and all that. 
Though right now, | wish | had one. 


Its been a slow first months of the year for me. Snooping around, hoping to find something that piques my 
attention and all | find is dull. 


| want some action, some flash, something with style. No more finding old ladies' missing grandsons or 


discovering where the missing broom is for a janitor. 
| want something to test my abilities. Fact of the matter is, | want a murder. 


Not some gruesome five car pileup, just a simple whodunit in some dark manor. Or maybe a house party filled 
with suspects like out of some Agatha Christie novel. 


| know | can solve something like that, | just need a break 

PIE 

Tony stumbled down the abandoned sidewalk, eyes darting behind him with each step. 
Someone was following him. 


He didn't know who, what or how. But he could feel it with each passing minute, crawling up his skin like a really 


bad date. 


Tony tripped on a section of uneven sidewalk and tumbled to the ground. He swore and pushed himself off, 


breaking into a run once vertical. 
What were they chasing him for? He hadn't done anything wrong. 


Well ok, maybe he shouldn't stolen those jewels a few years back or taken out a crime boss' son with his bad 


driving, but that was in the past. Why now? 


Tony's tired lungs protested this sudden burst of speed, but there was no way he was going to stop now. Not 


here, not ever. 


An adjacent street loomed in front and he made a break for it. Tony panted down the darkened alley, little 
wisps of light filtered out from the half drawn apartment windows. 


Tony ran hard and smacked into a brick wall. He fell to the ground and groaned, his glasses crunching 


underneath him. 
A single man walked down the alley with his arm raised. 


Tony shuffled back against the wall and patted it to make sure it was solid. He sighed and turned back to face 
the man. "Whatever you want, I'll give it to you." 


The man kept advancing but never uttered a word. 
I'm serious! I'll give you everything. Just.just don't take my life." 
Closer and closer he approached. 


Tony sighed and played with his hands. "There so much | still have to do. Rob a bank, bump off a lover, steal 
candy from a baby. You know how it is. It's the thrill of the misdeed, not the planning." 


The man stopped and cocked his head to the side. 


Tony watched him and frowned. "What? You're shocked by my misdeeds? You're about to kill me, how is that 


not more shocking." 
The man raised a hand and wiggled a single finger. 


Tony scoffed at the action "Yeah, Im dirty. As dirty as they come. Even dirtier than most mob bosses on a 
good day. | live my life to the fullest and you should do the same." 


The man snorted and continued his advance. 
Tony propped his head up with his hand. "So is this the norm for you? A murderer for hire?" 
The man silently inched closer, his all black attire absorbing what little light there was in the alley. 


Tony sighed. "Well, this is a dull conversation. Nothing like talking to yourself while someone wants to kill you. 
Lets play a game. How about | Spy?" 


The man snorted and stopped about ten feet away from Tony. He griped the handgun tight and aimed. 


Tony shrugged. "Well, | guess that's a no. At least tell me your name. It's not like | can blab it to the cops or 
anything.” 


The man shook his head and fired. 


Tony's body whipped back against the brick wall with a thud. He grunted up from wall and with his last dying 
breath he uttered, "You won't get away with this." 


The man tipped his hat at Tony's dead body before exiting the alley, 

FEEFEE 

A loud knock jolted Henkka awake. He groaned and swatted at his alarm clock blindly to make it stop. 
"| know you're in there, open up!" 


Henkka winced and opened his eyes. He blinked a few times before sitting up in bed A groan escaped his tired 
lips, his head throbbing harder than a jackhammer on Fourth Street. 


"Open up Henkka, or I'll beat this door down!" 


Henkka pushed himself out of bed and winced at the sun coming through his grimy blinds. "Alright, I'm coming. 


Keep your pants on!" 


The knocking subsided and Henkka sighed in relief. He made his way to the door, avoiding piles of old newspapers 
and garbage. 


He opened the door to reveal a tall, muscular-bound man at his door step. Long brown hair tightly pulled back 
in a ponytail, intense brown eyes sizing him up, and balled up fists at his sides. 


Henkka swallowed hard. "So what do | owe a visit from the chief of police?" 


Elias shoved Henkka to the side, stepping into the dirty apartment and slamming the door behind him. "You know 
full well why I'm here, Klingenberg." 


Henkka blinked and then shrugged. "You just woke me up, how the hell am | supposed to know anything?" 
Elias snorted and slammed Henkka hard against the wall. "Tony Kakko is dead!" 


Henkka's eyebrows rose toward the sky. "Seriously? Tony, as in the guy who got away with stealing half a 
million dollars worth of jewels from half of the crime bosses in town?" 


Elias nodded. "The same. He was found with a bullet in his body over in southside. Some rundown alley in the 


middle of nowhere." 


Henkka frowned. "What a weird place to be shot. You would think someone would do it in the middle of 


downtown or something. It seems kind of cowardly to do it in an alley” 
Elias rolled his eyes. “I don't give a damn where he was shot, | want to know who the hell did it" 

Henkka pushed Elias’ arms off him and headed for the kitchen He shoved dirty dishes around to find a clean 
cup among them. "Why the hell are you asking me? Don't you have a full force of able bodied men to do this 
sort of thing?" 

Elias leaned against he doorframe. "Why yes, | do. Except Tony's father, Aatu Kakko, wants you" 

Henkka flipped on the coffee pot and stared up at Elias. "Me? Why me?" 

Elias shrugged. "Hell if | know. Did you do something for him in the past?" 

Henkka stopped fiddling with the cup and glanced up. "Oh, | remember now. | found a missing person for him" 
Elias frowned. "Tony?" 

Henkka shook his head. "No, his wolf hound Erno. | tracked it down in the woods behind their house” 


Elias stared at Henkka. "A dog? You said a person 


Henkka rolled his eyes and spooned sugar into his cup. "Whatever. | guess he liked my style and wanted me to 
help again. Can't say | know much about Tony, other than his stolen jewels." 


Elias snorted. "What style? You bumble around and stumble across the answer. Its not like your mysteries are 
hard enough to stump anyone but you." 


Henkka chuckled and poured coffee into the cup. "And that must just piss you off when he wanted me." 
Elias cracked his knuckles. "You're damn right it did! Some fourth rate detective brought in to do my work" 


Henkka took a sip of coffee. He grimaced at the bitter taste and poured in more sugar. "And it's not the fact 
that Tony is dead?" 


The anger sighed out of Elias’ body. He moved away from Henkka, eyes staring at the front door. "I don't know 
what you're talking about" 


"| see. Anyway, | need to get dressed so if there's anything more, feel free to volunteer it" 


Elias opened the door, sadness written all over his face. "That's all | came to say." 
Henkka sighed. "tll let you know what | find out" 

Elias turned back to face Henkka. "Really?" 

Henkka chuckled. "Gotta have someone to arrest the killer, don't 1?" 

Elias rolled his eyes. “Stay out of trouble, Klingenberg 

Henkka grinned. "I thought you knew? Trouble is my middle name 

FEFEFE 


A door slammed and Henkka climbed into his beat-up car. He lovingly stroked the dusty dashboard. "Its been a 
while baby, but | need you to work this time." 


He turned the key and nothing. 


Henkka sighed and stroked the dashboard again. "Its not another car, if that's why you're mad. I've just 


been..well, out of work." 
The key turned again and the engine sputtered a little. 


Henkka grinned and drew small circles into the dash with his fingers. "I know you love me, baby. Want to help 
me try to find this killer? | can't do that without you." 


He closed his eyes and turned the key. The engine turned on and started without any sputtering, 
"That's my girl, always there for me when | need you" 

FEEF KKK 

Henkka pulled up into the driveway of the Kakko residence. He had a bone to pick with Tony's father. 
A elderly gentleman opened the front door and eyed Henkka with suspicion "Who are you?" 


Henkka brushed dust off his brown leather jacket and got out of the car. He smiled at the doorman and closed 


his car door. "l'm here to see Aatu Kakko." 


The man frowned, still staring at Henkka's rusted car with distaste. "I don't remember your name being of the 


master's appointment schedule." 


Henkka snorted and advanced to the door. "That's because | never made one. I'm here about his son, Tony." 

The man blanched. "Tony? Tony is dead" 

Henkka nodded. "Yeah, | got that from the chief of police this morning. What | want to know is, why me?" 

Aatu Kakko appeared behind the man. "Mr. Klingenberg, why are you here?" 

Henkka brushed past the doorman and stood in front of Aatu Kakko. He eyed the freshly pressed dark suit, well 
manicured hands and trimmed beard shaping around the tall lanky man's face. "Why did you ask for me? Why 
not the cops?" 

Aatu sighed and motioned for Henkka to follow him. "Come with me and we'll discuss that." 


Henkka turned and tossed his car keys at the doorman. "Take care of that for me. Make sure not to dent it" 


The doorman eyed the completely dented side facing his way and sighed. He mumbled under his breath, "Like 


you would even notice." 


KRKE KK KK Æ 


Henkka sank down in an overstuffed chair and glanced over at Aatu. The worried expression on his face didn't 


sit well with Henkka. 

Aatu snorted and sat in the opposite chair. "Are you here for money?" 

Henkka frowned. "No, | want to know why you chose me?" 

Aatu's eyebrow rose. "Why does it matter?" 

Henkka shrugged and flipped open a notepad. "In the grand scheme of things, it doesn't. But | don't like being 
picked by someone without knowing the reason. It bugs me, so much so that | won't have time to focus on the 
case." 

"You want to know why? | don't want that damn chief of police anywhere near my son" 


Henkka frowned. "What does that have anything to do with Tony?" 


Aatu snorted. "For a detective, you've not very observant. Its all around town that bastard was messing 


around with my son" 


Henkka's eyebrow rose. "Messing around? Beating him up, that sort thing?" 


Aatu shook his head. "No, more like fooling around if you get my meaning." 


Henkka nodded and wrote into his notebook. "Ah, yeah | get it. That explains why Elias was so angry this 
morning. Nothing like undermining the chief of police from his catch." 


Aatu gripped the armrest tight on his chair. "| don't want that man anywhere near this case. He's already done 


enough damage to my family as it is." 

Henkka glanced up. "Any reason why? Other than him messing around with your son?" 

Aatu frowned. "What do you mean?" 

Henkka flipped his notepad closed. "Well, if Elias was a jilted lover, it might very well lead him to murder." 
Aatu leaned back in his chair. "That wouldn't surprise me in the slightest. Especially with the will." 

Henkka blinked. "Will?" 

"Yes, Tony's will. It leaves most of his stuff, such as it is, to Viljanen" 

Henkka rubbed his beard. "Interesting. About how much are we talking about? A few dollars here or there?" 
Aatu snorted. "A half million dollars." 


Henkka whistled and got up from the chair. "And that is something to kill someone over. Money turns the most 


innocent into greedy thieves. Looks like | got a date with a police chief soon" 
Aatu got up and grabbed Henkka's arm. "| told you, | don't want Viljanen involved!" 


Henkka smiled and yanked his arm free. "Not too worry pops, I'm only going to question him for murder. l'm the 
last person he wants for a buddy." 


Aatu sighed. "Very well, but | expect you to swear to that fact" 
Henkka waved his hand and walked out of the room. "Just as long as | get my money, I'll swear to anything.’ 


EKKE E KK KE 


Elias threw his jacket on the spare chair in his office with disgust. He slumped into his chair and sighed. Hands 
patted around in his shirt pocket for his cigarettes, but came up empty. 


A cigarette appeared in front of his face. He glanced up with a raised eyebrow. "Who the hell are you?" 


The man snorted and lit the cigarette with a black lighter and handed it to Elias. "Take it, you look like you 


could use one." 


Elias shrugged and took it from the man's hand. He inhaled deeply, filling himself with harmful nicotine and not 


caring either way. 
The man chuckled and lit himself one as well. "Feel better?" 


Elias leaned back in chair, fingers rolling up his shirt sleeves along his arm. "Thanks, though you haven't 


answered my question" 

The man bowed and sat down in the opposite chair. "It doesn't matter what my name is." 

Elias‘ eyebrow arched. "Is that so? Well, it's easier for me to know who l'm dealing with." 

The man waved him hand. "That also doesn't matter. I'm here for a reason" 

"And that is?" 

The man smiled. "Henkka Klingenberg." 

Elias snorted and shook his head. "Why am | not surprised? Who the hell did he piss off this time?" 
"No one that I'm aware of. What | came here to say is to keep your eye on him." 


Elias laughed and snubbed out his cigarette in the nearby ashtray. "Like | have a choice. Where danger is, he's 
likely to be in the middle of it. The man could cause a disaster just by looking at it.” 


The man wiggled his finger. "It's unwise to underestimate an enemy." 


Elias snorted and shook his head. "Henkka isn't my enemy, no more than you are. He's just a royal pain in the 
ass, that's all." 


The man got up and snuffed out his cigarette in Elias' ashtray. "Even royal pains in the ass have a way of 


creeping up on you." 
Elias frowned and watched the man exit his office. "What the hell does that mean?" 


FEKE KK KK 


Henkka glanced up at the gaudy flashing neon sign above. In the daylight, it looked so shabby and rundown. 
Though by nightfall, it was lighting up the city. He tossed away his cigarette and headed inside. 


The sound of slots paying out filled his ears. Even in the middle of the day, people were gambling away their 
savings. Most of the tables were empty save for a few on the sides. It really got busy when people got off 


work with frustration and ego to burn. 


But Henkka wasn't here for gambling, just to see a man about a horse. Or so they said in third rate detective 


novels. 


He inched along the rows of slots, eyes searching around for his intended. Instead, all he saw was random 


casino employees milling about in a daze. 
ploy g 


Henkka shrugged his shoulders and sat down at a slot machine with a view of the back rooms. He fished a 
quarter out of his pocket and pulled the handle. A ding of reels rang out, but he wasn't listening. 


A hand appeared on arm, stilling its movement. 

Henkka glanced up into a pair of cold blue eyes and snorted. "What the fuck do you want?" 

The security guard hauled Henkka by his arm and shook him. "You know you're not welcome here." 
Henkka rolled his eyes. "I go where | please. You ain't gonna stop me." 


The security guard dragged Henkka from out of the slot machines and into the center of the casino floor. "| 
don't want to see your face again" 


Henkka stopped short and eyed the man in front of them. A dark pinstripe suit hugged the tall man's skinny 
frame, blue eyes looking right through Henkka's body. "I figured you would crawl out of the woodwork at some 
point" Marko snorted and waved off the security. He folded his arms across his chest. "Didn't | say to never 


show your face in my casino again?" 


Henkka rolled his eyes. "As | said to your goon, | go where | please. And right now | want some answers from 


you." 


Marko clenched his jaw. "Like you're going to get them. | want you to leave this casino and never come back." 


Henkka folded his arms and stood his ground. "Like hell | will. You'll have to call the cops if you want me to 


move." 
Marko walked up to Henkka and grabbed him by the arm. "I'll take you myself" 


9 EEE EE 


Henkka let Marko drag him past the front doors and into Marko's private office. He kept his mouth shut and 


waited to see what would happen. 


Marko shoved Henkka into his office and slammed the door. He whipped around to face Henkka. "Where the fuck 


have you been for the last three months?" 

Henkka grinned and walked up to Marko. "I was busy’ 

Marko pulled Henkka close and squeezed his ass. ‘Like hell you were. You haven't had a case for months” 
Henkka nuzzled along Marko's neck. "Why do you bother to ask if you already know the answer?" 

Marko fisted Henkka hair and groaned. "l.l missed you. 

Henkka snorted and shoved his hand down Marko's suit pants. "No, you missed my cock" 


Marko flushed, hips pushing up to touch Henkka's eager hand. "That too, but I'm serious. | was..well, worried 
about you." 


Henkka's eyebrow rose. "Are you getting soft on me, Make?" 

"| never get soft when you're jerking me of 

Henkka snorted and fell to his knees. "You better hope so. | aim to do a lot of things with that soon’ 
Marko licked his lips. "God, | hope so" 

KEEKEEKE 

Marko snuggled under Henkka's neck and sighed on his office couch. 


Henkka snorted and petted Marko's head. "You are getting soft on me. Big, bad Marko Paasikoski falling for a 


detective." 
"I can't help it, | like a bit of private dick every now and again" 


Henkka chuckled. "And you would know." 


Marko grinned and ran his hand down Henkka's chest. "Indeed | would. Though what do | owe this visit to? | can't 


imagine you just wanted sex." 
Henkka nodded. "You don't miss a beat, do you?" 


"Is my job to not missing anything. That's what a casino boss does. | make sure no one is stealing from me." 


Henkka sighed. "Yeah, and you're right. | did come here to ask you something about a case l'm on" 
"Tony?" 
Henkka's eyebrow rose. "How did you know?" 


Marko snorted and squeezed one of Henkka's nipples. He grinned at the soft whine out of Henkka’s lips. "Didn't 
you know? It's all over town that you're working for Aatu Kakko. That and it was in the morning paper.’ 


Henkka rolled his eyes and pushed Marko's hand away. "Figures. I'm trying to scope things out without 


interlopers and now everyone knows." 
Marko laughed. "You really thought news like that was going to go unnoticed? 


Henkka drew circles around Marko's nipples. "Well no, but now it makes it that much harder to figure out the 


killer.” 
Marko sighed. "I'd imagine it is. Any suspects so far?" 


Henkka snorted. "More like who didn't want to kill Tony Kakko. The town is filled to the brim with suspects. His 


father, his lover, his friends, his enemies, etc. They all had a motive." 
"So then how are you going to sort them all out?" 


Henkka grinned and slipped his hand underneath the covers to fist Marko's half hard cock. "The key to any 


investigation is finding out who has the most to gain At the moment, it's Elias Viljanen" 
Marko moaned in time to the pulls. "Why..why Elias?" 


Henkka sucked along Marko's neck, lapping the sweat from their first go around "Half of a million dollars from a 


will is quite the motive." 


Marko frowned. "You're shitting me. Tony couldn't keep money if you glued it to him. Hell, | loved when he 
walked into my casino because | would get several thousand dollars within an hour.” 


Henkka cocked his head to the side. "He was a bad gambler?" 


Marko snorted "The worst I've ever seen. He had no concept of standing pat or folding in poker. Every one of 


his games here had him going all in on shit cards." 
Henkka frowned. "Then how the hell did he manage to save half a million dollars with that kind of losing?" 


"Fuck if | know, but you can be damn sure he wasted about that much over the past ten years." 


Henkka stopped wanking Marko's cock. "That doesn't make any sense. Where was he getting that kind of dough 
to keep losing it like that?" 


Marko pushed Henkka hand on his cock. "Who told you about the will anyway?" 

"His father, Aatu- 

Marko snorted and pulled Herkka's body on top of him. "Makes you wonder if that will even exists?" 
Henkka leered down at Marko. "That would be my next stop after this one - Tony's lawyer" 

Marko pushed his cock up against Henkka's body and leered back "Hopefully not right this very moment 
Henkka grinned and sat up to straddle Marko's hips. "Not before | get one for the road! 


5 EE KK 


Chapter 2 


Elias glanced out his window at a beat up blue car. He sighed and wondered what was taking Henkka so long in 


Marko's casino. 


The man that visited him earlier made him curious about Henkka. There wasn't much to find out about his 
bumbling detective menace anyway. He was born to parents, who were killed in a car crash when he was ten 


They moved him from orphanage to orphanage until he was fifteen and then he just took off. 
Elias didn't see Henkka again until he was twenty years old and proclaiming he was a detective now. No one 
believed him at first, but sometimes he actually managed to do what he said. He just wished it wasn't at the 


expense of Elias' police force. 


The sheer number of times they got Henkka out of trouble was staggering, and more importantly annoying to 


Elias. It wasn't his job to bail out one detective time and time again 
And yet, here he was tailing him like some beat cop. He had work to do, but that mysterious man who walked 
into his office had changed all that. Now he wanted to know what was so interesting about Henkka Klingenberg 


and why he was in such high demand all of a sudden. 


Henkka exited the casino with a grin on his lips and opened his car door. He slipped inside and turned the key 


several times before the car started. 


Elias rolled his eyes and wondered how long that piece of garbage would hold up. His luck, it would die right 


when Henkka was in the middle of a jam. 


KERE EE RE EK 


Henkka turned the corner and glanced in his rearview mirror. He snorted and tapped the ash from his cigarette 


into the overflowing ashtray. "Aint you got better things to do, Elias?" 
The dark green sedan behind him followed his every move. Every turn, every stop. 
"Apparently not. Well, this is my case and | don't need a partner.” 


Henkka stepped on the gas and ran through a red light. He glanced back and grinned at Elias‘ car screeching to 
a halt before the intersection "See yal" 


Without a tail following behind, Henkka turned into a two level parking lot and stopped. He handed the guy in the 
ticket box a five and rolled up the ramp to the top. It was the best place to park when you don't want to be 


seen. 


Henkka tossed his cigarette and parked in the empty lot. He sighed and stuffed his notepad into his pocket and 


locked his car door. 


A dark green sedan screeched up the ramp and parked next to Henkka's car. The window rolled down to reveal 


one angry Elias. 
Henkka sighed and walked away from his car. "I don't need your help." 


Elias got out his car and slammed the door. "The hell you don't! One of these days, you're going to step on too 


many toes and end up dead" 


Henkka shrugged and walked down the ramp to the sidewalk. "Why does it matter that much to you? | don't 


much care if | live or | die at this point. All that keeps me alive and in action are these cases." 

The anger sighed out of Elias. "You don't care about anything?" 

Henkka waved his hand. "What's to care about? | don't have any family. | don't have a lover or a wife." 
"What about Marko?" 

Henkka stopped walking and turned to Elias. A slight blush covered his face. "What about Marko?" 


Elias snorted. "That you two have been shacking up every now and again. Everyone knows it, save for his 


dimwitted staff that believes his requests to throw you out." 


Henkka sighed. "Marko is different. And that's not exactly a long term commitment.” He lit a cigarette and 
started to walk down the sidewalk. "How did you even find out about it?" 


Elias grinned. "| didn't. You just told me." 
Henkka snorted. "Ain't you the smart one?" 
"I am the chief of police, after all. | certainly didn't get it because of my looks.” 


Henkka eyed the flawless complexion of the chief and snorted. "Right. You're a regular Hunchback of Notre 


Dame." 


Elias rolled his eyes and pointed to himself. "Trust me, this doesn't mean much in the grand scheme of things. | 


still can't get a date with a girl if my life depended on it. They don't trust cops." 
Henkka chuckled. "I wonder why? You seemingly watch their every move." 


"Yeah, something like that." 


Henkka stopped in front of a law office and pitched his cigarette. "What about Tony?" 
Elias glanced away to look vacantly at the crumbling building next door. "What about Tony?" 
Henkka snorted. "You loved him, didnt you?" 

Elias opened his mouth and then closed it 

Henkka grinned and patted Elias on the shoulder. "See you, Elias. | got a date with a lawyer: 
Elias stood outside and frowned 

RB KE BE RK 


A gray haired man walked out his office and stared down at Henkka. He frowned. "My secretary tells me that 


you want to see me?" 
Henkka got up and held out his hand. "Yes, | wanted to ask you some questions about Tony Kakko 

The frown deepened on the mars face. "I'm sorry Mr. Klingenberg, but | can't help you: 

Henkka took his hand back and snorted. "Just tell me why Tony gave Elias a half of a million dollars in his will” 
The man stared at him. "Sorry?" 

Henkka walked past the man and into the office. "We might as well talk in here. 

The man sighed and nodded at his secretary. She picked up the phone and dialed a number. 

FEEFEE 

Henkka sat down on a leather chair and pulled out his notepad. 


The man sitting opposite him was Kakko family lawyer Arvo Tunninen. He leaned forward in his chair and stared 


over at Henkka. "I can't answer your questions." 
Henkka snorted. "You already have." 
Tunninen sat back in his chair. "Then why are you still here?" 


Henkka got up from his chair and stood in front of Tunninen’s desk. "Because | want to know why Aatu Kakko 
lied to me about the will? You don't know anything about a half of a million dollars." 


Tunninen shrugged. "Why ask me? Why not go ask Aatu yourself?" 

Henkka snorted. "And get another lie from him? Fat chance. Just what exactly is in Tony's will?" 
Tunninen picked at his nails. "I'm sorry. | can't divulge that information with anyone, but the family." 
Henkka slammed his hand on the desk. "I'm trying to find out who killed him!" 

Tunninen turned white and shrank down in his chair. 

Henkka grinned. "Good, I've got your attention again. Now, what is in that will?" 


Tunninen swallowed down the lump in his throat. "It's..it's not going to Elias. The will was made out to his father 


Aatu." 
Henkka's eyebrow rose. "It was?" 
Tunninen nodded and pulled out a folder from his desk drawer. He handed it over to Henkka. "It's all in there." 


Henkka flipped open the folder and stared down at the will. A few things were left to random people, but the 
bulk of it went to Aatu Kakko. He glanced at the date and frowned. It was dated a week before Tony died. 


Tunninen took the folder back and replaced it into his drawer. "Satisfied?" 


Henkka nodded and sank back into the leather chair. "Yeah, but it doesn't make any sense. Why would he try to 


frame Elias?" 
Tunninen turned up his nose. "Maybe for disgracing the Kakko family?" 


Henkka sighed. "Yeah probably. Still, it looks like | need to go back to the Kakko estate. There's no way l'm letting 
this go." 


Tunninen glanced up when his office door opened. Two burly men walked in and hauled Henkka to his feet. "I 


assume we're done, Mr. Klingenberg?" 


Henkka looked up at the two men and snorted. He rolled his eyes at Tunninen. "Called in the forces just in case | 


got rough? l'm flattered" 
Tunninen nodded to the men and waved his hand at Henkka. "Don't be. | never waste time with men like you." 


Henkka grinned. "Too bad, because in the end it will be your ass on the line when | tell Aatu you told me the 
truth." 


Tunninen frowned and watched the two men drag Henkka out of his office. He sighed and picked up the phone to 
dial the Kakko residence. 


FEKE KE KK 


The two men tossed Henkka out on the sidewalk and dusted off their hands before going back inside. 


Henkka flipped them the bird and started to head back to his car. He stopped after two steps and snorted. 
"What are you still doing here?" 


Elias pushed off the side of the building. "What else? Tailing you." 
Henkka pinched the bridge of his nose. “Can't you, | don't know, chase a bad guy?" 


Elias chuckled and offered a cigarette to Henkka. "My men can do that. You're my number one priority this 


time." 


Henkka snatched the cigarette out of Elias' hand and lit it. He inhaled deeply and waved his hand. "Thanks. And 
what did | do to deserve this?" 


Elias snorted and started walking beside Henkka. "I've been asking myself that for years. | still don't know the 


answer." 

Henkka sighed. "Elias, I'm fucked. And not in a good way." 

Elias took a drag from his cigarette. "Why do you say that?" 

"Because I've killed both of my only two suspects." 

Elias' eyebrow rose. "Killed?" 

Henkka snorted. "You know what | mean. I've exhausted all my leads." 

"| can't believe that. Most of this town wanted Tony dead." 

Henkka sighed. "Well, at first | thought you did it for a half million dollars." He stopped to gauge Elias’ face 
before continuing. Elias remained stone-faced. "But the family lawyer showed me Tony's will and everything 
goes to his father." 


Elias let out a trapped breath. 


"Then | thought it might be Aatu himself, but now I'm having second thoughts. As much as he hated you two 


together, | don't see him bumping off his own son to prove his point." 


Elias nodded. "Yeah I'd thought that much myself. Though he obviously has no qualms with trying to frame me 


for murder." 


Henkka chuckled and patted Elias on the arm. "That's what you get for doing Tony Kakko. Speaking of that, do 


you know of any past lovers?" 


Elias shrugged and started walking up the parking ramp. "I'm sure there's plenty, but | haven't the foggiest idea 


where to look" 

Henkka sighed and stubbed out his cigarette on the brick wall. "I had a feeling you were going to say that 
KEKE EEKE Æ 

A loud knock on the door woke up Henkka. He groaned and rubbed the sleep out of his eyes. 

The knocking persisted every couple seconds. 


Henkka pushed himself out of bed and padded over to the door, wearing nothing but loose shorts. He pulled the 
door open without looking. "Who died now?" 


A man dressed in dark blue suit stood at his door. In his hand was a gun pointed at Henkka. 

Henkka back peddled with his hands up. "Whoa, | haven't done anything wrong." 

The man smirked. "| never said you did, but you will come with me. Someone wants to meet with you." 
Henkka eyebrow rose. "Who?" 

The man snorted. "Like I'm going to tell you, private dick." 

Henkka winced at the emphasis on the word dick. "Well, it was worth a shot" 


He left the man at the door and headed back into his bedroom for some clothes. Hands rummaged into piles of 


clothes on the floor looking for something clean. 
The man leaned on the door frame to Henkka's bedroom. "Looking for a gun?" 


Henkka snorted. "No need, you'll just kill me. And at the moment | want to finish my case first before buying 
the farm." 


The man nodded and stepped out of the doorway to allow Henkka some privacy. "A wise decision Not that you 


would find anything in this mess." 

Henkka rolled his eyes and pulled on some jeans. "You'd be surprised | have a system for finding things." 
The man blinked and wandered into the living room. "If you say so." 

Henkka grabbed his notepad and coat before leaving his bedroom. “Alright I'm ready to meet the boss." 
The man turned and stared at Henkka. "How do you know I'm working for a boss?" 


Henkka snorted. "Because no one but Mafia hitmen carry guns like that. Unless you're an out of work actor 


trying to score a role?" 
The man rolled his eyes and pointed the gun at Henkka. "Do you ever shut up?" 
Henkka smirked and headed for the front door. "Not if | can help it" 


KKK EK EK KE 


Henkka was shoved down into a thick leather couch. It creaked under his stout body in protest. He glanced up 
to see a white haired man sitting behind a large desk. 


The man waved the guys who brought Henkka in away and placed his hands on top of his desk. "Well Mr. 


Klingenberg, | should congratulate you on a job well done." 
Henkka blinked. "Err, what?" 


The man handed a newspaper to a blond man standing next to the desk. The blond sighed and walked it over to 
Henkka and dropped in his lap. 


Henkka glanced down at the headline and gasped. He looked up confused. "How the hell is that possible?" 
The man grinned. "Anything is possible with money. It looks like the chief of police is guilty." 

Henkka snorted. "The only thing he's guilty of is being a pain in the ass. He didn't kill Tony." 

The man's eyebrow rose. "Is that so? So you do know who killed Tony?" 

Henkka groaned. "This isn't real, is it?" 

The man laughed. "Of course it isn’t. | had it made up just for you." 


Henkka tossed it to the side. "What do you want?" 


The man smiled and leaned back in his chair. "Just to congratulate whomever did kill Tony. I've been trying for 


years to knock that pest away for good” 


Henkka pulled out his notepad. "Is that so? Then why should | believe that you didn't have a hand in it, Don 


Portimo?" 
Don Portimo snorted. "Why would | bring you here to find out what you know if I'd killed him myself?" 


Henkka scribbled some notes in his notepad. "Easy, to find out how close | am and to decide whether or not to 


give me cement shoes." 
Don Portimo laughed. "Please, don't associate us with criminals of our past. This isn't prohibition anymore." 


Henkka snorted and searched around in his pockets for his cigarettes. "Tell that to Mikko Harkin. They needed a 
crane to get his dead body out of the lake.” 


The blond man by Don Portimo stiffened 

Henkka lit a cigarette and eyed the man "One of your lovers, Tommy?" 

Tommy frowned and shook his head. ‘No. But | knew him 

Don Portimo waved his hand. "We're not here to discuss my son's transgressions. 

Henkka shrugged. “Well, it's more interesting than me telling you | don't know who killed Tony," 

Don Portimo eyed Henkka. "That's not what you said earlier: 

Henkka took a drag of the cigarette. "Yeah well, | knew it was a fake” 

Tommy rolled his eyes and approached Henkka's chair. "No, you didn't. The shock on your face was real 


Henkka nodded. "Yeah maybe, but it was still a natural reaction Elias is annoying, that's for sure, but not a 


murderer." 
Don Portimo sighed. "Then who is?" 


Henkka got up from the chair. "I have a few ideas, but | don't know for sure yet. I'll let you know what | find 
out" 


Don Portimo's eyebrow rose. "I didnt say you could go." 


Henkka snorted. "You can't keep me here. People know where | am." 
Tommy rolled his eyes. "You're a lousy liar." 


Henkka turned to Tommy. "I ain't lying. Elias has been tailing me for the past couple days. He probably followed 


your car here." 

The door opened to reveal Elias. He glanced over at Henkka and then back to Don Portimo. "Indeed | did. Not like 
it was hard. It's amusing to me that people who generally follow others don't bother to look to see if they're 
being followed." 

Don Portimo rose from his desk and glared at Elias. "Get out of my house." 

Elias snorted. "I intend to. I'm just here to get Henkka out of another jam." 

Henkka rolled his eyes and walked past Elias. "I didn't need any help. | was just leaving anyway." 

Elias exited the office and grabbed Henkka's arm. "There's something you should know.’ 


Henkka stopped walking. "I know you're not the killer.” 


Elias shook his head. "It's not that. Tony killed Tommy's older brother while making a getaway two years ago. 


Tommy has a motive for murder." 
Henkka frowned. "Why didn't | remember that?" 


Elias snorted and pushed Henkka towards the front door. "You've had a lot happening lately. Not to mention it 
was never in the papers. Aatu Kakko made sure of that." 


Henkka sighed. "Man, | wish | had a father that thorough.” 

"Well, money buys everything. Including silence” 

JERE RRR BRR 

Henkka sat down opposite Elias’ desk and locked around the office walls. He smiled at the old newspaper clippings 
of Elias making a big arrest. If there was one thing that Henkka knew about Elias, it was that he was very 


proud of what he did. Even if it turned out to be a thorn in Henkka's side. 


His eyes traveled to the wall behind Elias filled with photos. He squinted at a mugshot in the right corner of 
the wall. 


Elias' eyebrow rose. "What are you looking at?" 


Henkka frowned and got up from the chair. He went behind Elias' desk to peer at the photo. A grin covered his 
lips when he realized he was staring down at Tony Kakko. The photo was starting to fade which told Henkka it 
was an early shot of Tony, probably taken when he was barely out of his teens. Despite the lack of a beard, 
the penetrating stare of Tony was unmistakable, even in a black € white photo. 

Elias flushed. 

Henkka glanced over at Elias and chuckled. "Found your dirty secret, did |?" 

Elias shuffled in his chair. "I've been meaning to take that down, but..well, | haven't had the chance." 

Henkka grinned and went back to his chair. "It does look a bit out of place with the rest of the photos." 

Elias sighed. "Just like he was in my life." 

Henkka echoed Elias’ sigh and nodded. "I bet. | don't imagine being with Tony Kakko was exactly easy." 

Elias stared down at his desk "Yeah. Being his friend was even harder. Just ask Marko." 

Henkka frowned. "What?" 


Elias’ eyebrow rose. "You didn't know they were friends? | thought everyone knew that" 


Henkka got out his notepad and wrote something down. "Apparently | was the only one who didn't. Never figured 
Marko for running with Tony." 


Elias snorted. "Kind of like you and I? I've known you since high school, just like Marko and Tony had in another 


city. We're not exactly a match made in heaven" 
Henkka got up from his chair. "What's this ‘we' thing? l'm a solo investigator.” 


Elias waved his hand. "It's a figure of speech. You know what | mean. I'm still defending you, even after all these 


years.” 


Henkka headed for the office door. He turned around and looked Elias in the eyes. "Yeah well, maybe you 
shouldn't this time." 


Elias frowned and watched Henkka leave without another word. 


KRKE EE OK KE 


Crowds of people were gathered around roulette wheels and poker tables. Henkka weaved his way through all of 


them, eyes keeping a watch out for Marko's hoods. He didn't have the time to run into them tonight. All he 


wanted were some answers from Marko. 


He glanced around and headed for Marko's personal office way in the back of the casino floor. He'd hoped 


Marko was alone and ready to cooperate. 

Henkka turned the doorknob and walked in He stopped short and snorted "Hello, Tommy,” 

Tommy turned to face Henkka and sneered "What are you doing here?" 

Marko paled behind Tommy. 

Henkka rolled his eyes at Marko and turned Tommy. "What does it look like? lim here to talk to Marko." 
Tommy snorted. "I sincerely hope you're not here to accuse Marko of killing Tony” 

Henkka rubbed his beard. "You never know. Now scram so | can get down to business 


Tommy's eyebrow rose. He walked over to stand right in front of Henkka, his over six foot frame dwarfing the 


detective. "What did you say?" 

Marko put his hand on Tommy's shoulder. "Leave him be, Tommy. We're done anyway" 

Tommy frowned and turned back to Marko. "No, we aren't. Henkka can wait until we are." 

Marko shook his head. "No, we're done. There's nothing left to discuss about Tony" 

Henkka's eyebrow rose. "So you were discussing the late Mr. Kakko. No wonder both of you look guilty as sin" 
Tommy balled up his fists and advanced on Henkka. “Shut up, you worthless idiot! 

Henkka grinned. "My my, such a temper out of someone so big. Did you lose that temper of yours with Tony?" 


Marko walked over and stood between the two men. "Enough!" He turned to Tommy and pointed. "There's the 


door, use it." 

Tommy eyed Henkka. "I'll be back later." 

Henkka snorted. "Hopefully not too soon. Marko and | have lots of discuss." 

Marko rolled his eyes and shoved Tommy out the door. "Ignore him, he's just trying to get a rise out of you." 


Henkka chuckled. "And doing a good job of it too." 


Marko slammed the door and turned back to Henkka. "What the fuck was that all about? He could have killed 


you in two seconds." 
Henkka grinned and crossed his arms over his chest. "Worried about me? How touching." 


Marko stood in front of Henkka and sighed. "What are you here for? It hasn't been three months yet since you 


last came." 
Henkka winced. "Ouch, Make. That's not nice." 
Marko sat down at his desk and motioned for Henkka to sit down. "And what you were doing to Tommy was?" 


Henkka rolled his eyes and sat down on Marko's couch. "Spare me the guilt trip. Tommy needed to be taken 
down a peg, that's all. He's a little too high and mighty for my tastes." 


Marko sighed. "Do you think he killed Tony?" 

Henkka shrugged and flipped open his notepad. "Maybe. Though | haven't got a shred of evidence if he did." 
Marko picked at his desktop calendar. "I've known him for years." 

"Like Tony?" 

Marko nodded. "We all became friends in high school years ago. All so innocent and wide-eyed." 

Henkka snorted. "Somehow the word innocent and you don't go together.” 

Marko sighed again. "This is serious, Henkka." 

Henkka patted the couch. "Come here.” 

Marko shook his head. "I'm not in the mood right now." 

Henkka rolled his eyes. "I didn't mean that, and you know it. Why are you so guarded with me all of a sudden?" 


Marko hesitated before answering. "I've just got a lot on my mind. With what Tommy was telling me and other 
things." 


"What did Tommy say?" 


Marko shook his head and got up from his desk. "I can't tell you that.” 


Henkka stood up and grabbed Marko's arm. "What the hell did he say to you?" 

Marko sighed. "Things that | wish weren't true” 

Henkka let go of Marko's arm and sighed. "I see. Then this is goodbye for good?" 

Marko hesitated and then sighed again "No. Its." 

Henkka cut him off. “Im sorry’ 

Marko opened his mouth to respond, but Henkka had already left. He sighed and slumped down on the couch. 
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Henkka slammed his car door and pounded a fist on the dashboard. He slumped down in the seat and played 
with the steering wheel. A knock on the window broke him out of his haze. He glanced up and snorted, 


Elias grinned from the other side like a wolf that had single-handily killed a deer. 

Henkka unlocked the car and sighed. "Why can't you leave me alone?" 

Elias slipped inside and closed the door. “What's up?" 

Henkka frowned. “Im not in the mood, Elias.” 

Elias snorted. "Then why did you open the car to let me in? What happened with Marko?" 


Henkka stared at the road before him. "It's all coming apart too soon. | thought | had more time to put it all 


together, but now I'm not so sure." 
Elias frowned. "What the hell are you talking about?" 
"Tony's murderer." 


Elias sighed. "Well, if you thought it would be easy, you were misleading yourself. Everyone wanted Tony dead 
and the list of suspects is endless. Well, maybe not now." 


Henkka turned to look at Elias. "What do you mean?" 


Elias handed Henkka a file folder. "Take a look at this." 


Henkka flipped open the folder. He frowned and looked back up. "I don't understand." 


Elias snorted. "Its Tommy's older brother Tero. He was run down by a car Tony was driving." 

The frown deepened on Henkka's face. "A car he was driving? Not Tony's actual car?" 

"Indeed. That always struck me as being suspicious since the car was dumped several miles down the road 
from the accident. The only reason we know it was Tony, was thanks to a witness at a stop light on the other 
side. Tony figured he could hit Tero as he was walking in the crosswalk and no one would see him. He was 


wrong." 


Henkka snorted. "That sounds like Tony. Always sure of himself and never bothering to think of all of the 


variables." 

Elias eyed Henkka. "You've met Tony? | thought you only found their dog?" 

Henkka shifted in his seat. "Not directly, but I've seen him around town off and on" 

Elias frowned. "| see. Anyway, I've always thought that maybe Tony was asked to kill Tero for someone.” 


Henkka's eyebrow rose. "Really? That would explain why he ditched the car." He rubbed his beard and stared 
out the side window. "Did Tony live on the Kakko estate?" 


Elias shook his head. "No, he had a place somewhere else." 

Henkka glanced over at Elias. "And you know where it is?" 

Elias flushed and played with his hands. "I might have gone there a few times in the past." 
Henkka grinned. "So then you have the key to it?" 

Elias sighed. "Yes. Though | don't know if it's a good idea to go there now." 

"Why not? We'll get answers that way. Unless someone is casing the joint?" 

Elias shook his head. "Not that | know of. What are you looking for?" 

Henkka grinned and started the car. "Something to keep us on the right path." 


FEKE EE KK 


Chapter 3 


Elias glanced around the empty area and fished into his pocket for the key. 
Henkka snorted. "We're not being tailed if thats why you're so nervous." 
Elias sighed. "You never can be too sure out here. There's a lot of a trees on this lot." 


The door clicked open and let the two men in. Henkka glanced around the deserted house and sighed. "Why can't 
| get a place like this?" 


Elias laughed. "You weren't born the son of a crime boss. Even if Aatu doesn't admit it, | know he's just like 


Tommy's father. He only hides it better." 


Henkka snooped around the kitchen, opening random cupboards. "I noticed that myself. They both conduct 


themselves the same way - full of power and control. It's a bit annoying if you ask me." 
Elias rolled his eyes and headed up the twisting staircase. "You just don't like authority. There's a difference’ 
Henkka shrugged and moved into Tony's office. He glanced around the immaculate desk and snorted, 


A lone piece of paper draped over the computer keyboard caught his eye. He picked up the handwritten note 
and read it aloud "Meet me at southside. You know where." 


Elias called out from upstairs. "Did you call me?" 

Henkka sighed and placed the note back where he found it. "Yes! Get down here.” 

Elias thumped down the steps and headed into the office. "What?" 

Henkka pointed to the note. 

Elias took up the piece of paper and frowned. "Well, this is interesting." 

"Yeah. Now you know how the killer got him there." 

Elias glanced over at Henkka. "What's the matter?" 

Henkka sighed. "That's Marko's handwriting. | recognize the slanted T's and | would stake my life on it" 


Elias nodded and pulled out a plastic bag from his coat pocket. He placed the note inside. "Do you think Marko 


had a motive for murder?" 


Henkka shuffled his feet. "I think Tony owed a lot of money to the casino. Marko told me that Tony would lose 
heavily at gambling, so much so that it surprised Marko when | told him that Tony had so much money stored 
away with the will” 


"Do you want me to bring him downtown?" 


Henkka snorted and shook his head. "No, | will talk to him alone. Figure out why and when he met Tony in 
southside. It's pretty out of the way for both of them." 


Elias grabbed Henkka's arm. "You're not doing this alone. He might very well be the killer: 

Henkka pulled his arm back “I've known Marko for years. He wouldn't kill me if someone ordered it! 
"You're only saying that because you have feelings for him: 

Henkka walked out of the office and into the hall. "Fuck you. | never asked for your help" 


Elias followed and sighed. "It's true and you know it. There's nothing wrong with caring about someone, it's just 


that it can cloud your judgment of them.” 

Henkka's shoulders sagged. "| just.! just don't want think of him as a murderer.” 

Elias stood next to Henkka. "Of course you don't. It's nature. Hell, | stupidly believed that Tony would change his 
wayward ways with me. | knew it was hopeless, but it kept me coming back to him. Sometimes that's all you 


need." 


Henkka nodded and headed out of Tony's house. "I guess you're right, but | meant what | said. | want to 


confront Marko alone." 
Elias sighed. "Fine, have it your way, but at least bring me back to my car." 
Henkka chuckled and unlocked his car. "Not into staking out Tony's place for the night?" 


Elias rolled his eyes and grabbed the door handle. "The sooner | get away from this part of my life the 
better." 


III IK 
Henkka dropped Elias off by his car. He sighed and turned to Elias. "Thanks." 


Elias smiled and got out. He leaned down by the open window. "It's my job, remember? Keep me posted” 


Henkka snorted and turned back to stare at the road. "Like | need to. You always know what I'm going to do 


next." 
"Maybe, but keep your eyes open just in case | miss something." 
Henkka nodded and drove away from the casino. 


Elias frowned and glanced toward the building. Marko was standing at the front door watching him with curious 
eyes. He shrugged and got into his car. 
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Henkka cradled the headset between his neck and shoulder. He sighed and dialed Marko's number. The line rang 
five times before Marko picked up. 


"Yog?" 
Henkka bit his lip. "Can we meet somewhere?" 

Marko sighed into Henkka's ear. "Why?" 

Henkka played with the phone cord. "I need to ask you something about Tony and there's no one else | can ask" 
"Where?" 

Henkka thought for a moment. "My place?" 

"When?" 

Henkka sighed. "Now?" 

The phone clicked dead into Henkka's ear and he replaced it on the base. He got up from the couch and headed 
into the kitchen. The refrigerator door opened and Henkka pulled out two beers. Henkka's eyebrow rose when a 
knock sounded on his door. 


He padded over to the door and opened it. "That was quick" 


Marko sighed and stepped inside. He eyed the messy apartment and snorted. "This hasn't changed from the last 


time | was here." 
Henkka handed Marko a beer. "Why change when it still works?" 


Marko took the beer and headed into the living room without a word. 


Henkka sighed and followed him. He sat next to Marko on the couch. 
Marko sipped the beer and stared at Henkka's silent TV. "What do you want?" 


Henkka set his beer down on the coffee table and turned to Marko. "Why did you meet Tony the night he was 


murdered?" 
Marko paled. "How..how did you know about that?" 
"| found the note you left for Tony at his place. Right on his clean desk. Did you plant that for me to find?" 


Marko shook his head. "Tony must have left it there himself. | had one of my men drop it off for him that 


afternoon" 
"Why did you want to meet him? To kill him for knowing too much?" 


Marko sighed and turned to Henkka. "I didn't kill him. Tony was my best friend. You couldn't have paid me 


enough money to murder him." 
Henkka nodded. "Then why, Make? Why lead Tony to his death, even not at your own hand?" 


Marko shook his head and grabbed Henkka's arm. "You're not listening to me, | didn't kill Tony. | didn't set him 
up and had nothing to do with his death. | was only there to discuss about our deall" 


Henkka sat back on the couch. 

Marko shook with anger and got up from the couch to pace. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a 
cigarette. The flash of a match lighting filled the silence of the room. He paced back and forth. "Dammit, how 
do you always know how to get hidden information out of me?" 

Henkka sighed. "| had to know. | wanted to be sure and you've been acting weird lately around me." 

Marko stopped pacing and turned to look at Henkka. "You know | can't tell you that.” 

Henkka folded his arms across his chest. "Then tell me about Tony Kakko and this deal” 

Marko sunk into the couch beside Henkka again. "You know about Tony stealing those jewels?" 


Henkka nodded. 


Marko sighed. "He didn't do it alone. There's no way he could have pulled it off in that grand way he got away 
with." 


"He had..you?" 

Marko nodded and inhaled deeply on his cigarette. "Me and Tommy. All three of us got together and planned it 
for a year. Making sure every variable was checked and rechecked before even putting it into motion. But 
there was only one problem - we needed someone on the inside.” 


Henkka took a swig of beer. "| assume you tried to get a few to jump onto your cause?" 


Marko sighed. "We did a little, but in the end Tony had the best idea for that. Though at times during it, | wish 
we hadn't gone that path." 


"And that was?" 

Marko frowned. "Tony seduced Jani Liimatainen. So much so that Jani revealed things about his father's 
compound and much more. After those six months together, Tony had all of the information to launch the 
robbery.” 


"But something went wrong?" 


A sad smile crossed Marko's lips. "For all of the planning and preparation, you always manage to forget the 


human element" 

"Mikko Harkin?" 

Marko glanced over at Henkka in confusion. "How..how did you know that?" 

Henkka sighed. "I'd heard he was bumped off by a mob boss so | guessed." 

Marko nodded. "Well, it was a good guess. Little did Tony know, Jani had another lover - Mikko. Somehow, either 
from Jani or by himself, Mikko figured out our plan. At first we thought we could handle it, but in the end we 
had to bring in our fathers." 

Henkka's eyes widened. "They had Mikko killed?" 

Marko stubbed out his cigarette and grabbed his beer. "Tommy's father did. Mostly because Mikko went to 
him first to try and blackmail him. Don Portimo doesn't take to upstart kids trying to steal from him too well. 


He had him killed before any of us even knew." 


Henkka snorted. "That explains Tommy's reaction when | mentioned Mikko's name when | was taken to Don 


Portimo's mansion" 


Marko's eyebrow rose. "When did that happen?" 


"A couple days ago. Don Portimo wanted to see if | knew who killed Tony, even going so far as to create a 


phony newspaper headline that Elias was arrested. | didn't believe it for a minute." 

Marko snorted. "Figures. Tommy's father is always..well, he's not as composed as Tony's.” 

Henkka frowned. "What about your father? | don't even think I've met him." 

Marko stared at the ground. "He's dead." 

Henkka laid a hand on Marko's shoulder. "Please tell me Tommy's father didn't kill him too?" 

Marko shook his head. "No, he was killed by Janis father. He suspected that | was the one who was sleeping 
with his son, so he tried to get even. Unfortunately, he was wrong and paid for his crime with his life. Aatu 
Kakko saw to that." 

"Why Tony's father?" 

Marko sighed and leaned back on the couch to lay his head against the wall. "Aatu and my father were 
childhood friends. Not to mention if you messed with anyone close to Aatu, you would pay with your life. He 
was the antithesis of the motto - eye for an eye." 


Henkka finished off his beer and waved it at Marko. "Want another?" 


Marko shook his head. "No, | need to leave soon anyway. | can't be gone this long from the casino. People would 


notice." 
Henkka headed for the kitchen and got another beer for himself. "I only have one more thing to ask anyway." 


Marko lit another cigarette and glanced up at the ceiling. Random yellow stains covered parts of it. He snorted 
and pointed at one. "Don't you ever clean?" 


Henkka rolled his eyes. "Like | got money for that. Im barely eating these days" 

Marko glanced over at Henkka and frowned. "I could give you some money" 

"Not a chance, Make. There's no way | want to owe money to the son of a mob boss. That's playing with fire" 
Marko sighed and played with his hands. “What did you want to ask me?" 


Henkka leaned back on the couch. "It's the same question | started with - why did you meet Tony the night he 
died?" 


Marko fingers twisted around each other. "Tony started getting involved with Elias a couple years after the 
heist." 


Henkka frowned. "What does that have to do with anything?" 


Marko rubbed his hands on his pants. "It has everything to do it. At first | thought Tony hooked up with the 


chief of police because he was going to use him. Amazingly enough, that wasn't the case." 


Henkka snorted. "Bullshit. | can't imagine a guy, who literally got several people killed with his recklessness, 
actually didn't have designs on Elias. He used him like he used you, Tommy, and the rest of them. 


Marko shook his head. "You're wrong. Tony loved Elias." 


Henkka took a swig of beer. "And you're being sentimental because Tony was your best friend. He was an ogre, 


Make. Can't you see that?" 

Marko snorted "Give me a little credit, Henkka. l'm not blind fool. | know it for a fact." 

"Then enlighten me, because at the moment Tony deserved to die for his crimes." 

Marko's frowned and looked away from Henkka. "Whatever you think, its wrong. Yes, Tony did things that 
ultimately cost a lot of people their lives, but he was genuinely in love with Elias." He sighed and shuffled on 
the couch. "He kept avoiding my phone calls before his death. | wanted to know why so | sent a message to him 
to meet me in southside." 


Henkka frowned. "Why southside? That never made sense to me." 


Marko smiled. "That's where we would meet to discuss the heist years ago. No one lives out there anymore 


other than bums. We have a deserted place with a storeroom and office." 
"That's why you never specified an exact place on the note. Tony would know where you meant.” 


Marko nodded. "Exactly. | thought maybe he was planning another heist, but that wasn't the case. He was there 


to tell me he wanted out" 

Henkka frowned. "Out?" 

Marko sighed. "Out of the partnership. He was done with being in the mafia" 
Henkka sank back into the couch. "That doesn't make any sense." 


Marko nodded. "That was my reaction. That is until he told me that he didn't want Elias to get murdered. He 


knew Elias was in danger for even being around Tony. His enemies were numerous as you well know, plus there 


was also his father. Aatu was less than thrilled when he found out that Tony was the reason my father died 
because Tony had seduced Jani. Elias would have a price on his head immediately if Aatu knew they were 


fooling around." 


Henkka frowned and shook his head. "No, that can't be the case. The man was chaos in action. He couldn't have 


suddenly turned into a straight arrow." 
Marko glanced over at Henkka. "Well, love can make you do funny things.” 


Henkka got up from the couch and turned to Marko. "No, | can't believe that. Tony deserved to die for his 


crimes. There's no redemption for his kind." 
Marko frowned and reached out to grab Henkka's hand. "How can you say that? You never even met Tony." 


Henkka stopped his movement and nodded. "Right. | just have a hard time believing that Elias was that 


important to him when he cast aside his friends so easily." 
Marko pushed himself off the couch to stand in front of Henkka. "Listen to me." 


Henkka sighed. "I am listening to you, but it's not sinking in so easily. Anyway, don't you have to go back to the 


casino?" 

Marko nodded. "I do, but if you want me to stay, | can" 

"No, go. | need to think about this more alone.” 

Marko frowned and headed for Henkka's front door. “If you need anything else from me, just let me know." 
Henkka nodded, but stared at the ground with a frown on his face. 
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Elias mumbled under his breath and shuffled papers around his desk. A snort from the doorway made him 
glance up. He sighed. "How long have you been standing there?" 


Henkka walked into Elias' office and shut the door. "Long enough to see you unable to concentrate much on 


your papers.” 
Elias sighed and leaned back in his chair. "Well, there's a lot on my mind at the moment." 
"Tony?" 


Elias glanced down at his desk. "That and..well, there's something | need to tell you." 


Henkka's eyebrow rose. He pulled out his notepad. "And that is?" 

"You know that note we found at Tony's place?" 

Henkka nodded, "Yeah." 

"Well, | think | was the last person to talk to Tony before he died" 

Henkka's eyes widened. "You were? But he met Marko in southside that night" 

Elias nodded. "Obviously, but | think he called me after that. He said he had something to tell me. 
"What?" 

Elias shrugged. "I haven't a clue, but he sounded relieved to call me” 

Henkka frowned, "Relieved? How can you tell over a phone call?" 


Elias sighed and played with his hands. "Half the time when Tony calls me, it's abrupt and he wants me to meet 
him somewhere. This time he was actually chatting with me and really happy about something.” 


Henkka stared at the wall behind Elias at Tony's mugshot on the wall 

Elias frowned. "What?" 

Henkka sighed and wrote something down in his notepad. “Ever since | started this case, | knew that Tony Kakko 
probably deserved his fate. Now I'm having second thoughts. Especially with what Marko told me. It just doesn't 
make sense anymore." 


Elias shuffled in his seat. "Dare | ask what he said? | assume it had something to do with me?" 


Henkka nodded and fished out a cigarette. "Very much so and really | shouldn't be telling you it at all, but 
Marko told me that Tony met with him to say he wanted out of the business." 


Elias sat up in his seat. "What do you mean out of the business?" 
Henkka lit his cigarette and waved it around. "He wanted to go straight. Marko said it was because of you." 
Elias swallowed hard. "Wait, he wanted to quit crime for me?" 


"Didn't | just say that?" 


Elias bit his lip. "l.l'd always hoped that | could change him, but | never thought it would be that soon. So he 


severed his relationship with Marko entirely?" 


Henkka shook his head. "No, | doubt that. In fact, now that | think about it, | forgot to ask Marko what the 


actual conversation was about. | was too shocked by the revelation that Tony was about to run off with you." 
Elias opened his mouth several times but nothing came out. 
Henkka frowned. "This does not jive with his actions in the past. Why would he run away with you?" 


Elias sighed. "Maybe for love? Though | don't think I'd ever hear the words out of his mouth, even if he was 


still alive." 


Henkka sighed and waved his hands around. "Yeah well, I've never been in love, so all of this is just words to 


me. 
Elias smiled sadly. "What about Marko?" 

Henkka put away his notepad. "What about him? Sure, we fuck on occasion but that's about it." 
Elias nodded. "Too bad, because you seem to get along well with him." 


Henkka snorted. "Haven't | told you many times that | don't need anyone? I'm perfectly happy doing what | want 
to do, when | want to do it." 


Elias smiled and pushed his papers to the side. "| admire that about you. To able to just plow through life 
without a care in the world." 


Henkka rolled his eyes. "It ain't anything special. | just learned early on to not get too attached to people. They 
can disappear in the blink of an eye." 


"Like your parents?" 

Henkka frowned and stared at the ground. "Maybe. Anyway, I'm not here to talk about my childhood." 
Elias' eyebrow rose. "Then what are you here to talk about?" 

Henkka glanced up. "Tony Kakko." 
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Elias snorted and lit a cigarette. "Haven't we already been talking about Tony?" 


Henkka stubbed out his cigarette in Elias‘ desk ashtray. "How did you two meet?" 
Elias glanced away. "Its complicated." 
Henkka leaned back in his chair. "I got nowhere to go at the moment, so spill it" 


Elias sighed and leaned his elbows on his desk. "Well, it all started years ago when | was tailing Tony for that 


jewel heist. He'd been laying low ever since it happened so | was having trouble finding him." 

Henkka snorted. "Shocking. Mostly because he managed to get not one, but three people killed in the process." 
Elias' eyebrow rose. "He did? | suspected about Mikko Harkin, but who were the other two?" 

‘Marko's and Jani Limatainen's fathers. Apparently Tony seduced Jani for information so he could pull off the 
jewel heist. Jan's father thought it was Marko who had slept with his son and went out and killed his father in 


revenge. Aatu Kakko and Marko's father were good friends so Aatu had Jani's father taken out in response." 


Elias winced. "No wonder Aatu wants to frame me for murder. He already had to take out Jani's father thanks 


to Tony's messing around." 

Henkka nodded. "Exactly. Anyway, you were tailing Tony?" 

Elias sighed. "Yeah, but it's hard to explain. When you tail someone, you pretty much get into their head. You 
know what they're going to do before they do, that sort of thing. So while tracking Tony, |..well, started to fall 
for him. It doesn't make any sense when | say it like that, but it's like the thrill of the chase makes you want 
them even more.” 


"And | assume Tony felt the same way?" 


Elias smiled. "You could say that. When | did manage to track him down at Marko's casino, we ended up kissing. 
One minute we were yelling at each other, and the next that. | can't explain what happened, but it just did” 


"Did you drop the charges?" 


Elias snorted. "That would be Aatu Kakko's doing. My guess is he paid off one of my men to tamper with 
evidence so Tony could go free. It pissed me off at the time, but.well, Tony helped with that." 


Henkka rolled his eyes. "Spare me the details of that. | don't want to lose my lunch." 
Elias chuckled and finished off his now cold coffee. "Needless to say we were together, for lack of a better 


word. It was always on Tony's terms. He would call and either have me meet him somewhere or show up at 


one of our houses." 


"A controlling bastard every step of the way. Figures.’ 


Elias shifted in his seat. "Well, not really. | mean, yes he picked the time and place, but well when we were 


together it was different." 

Henkka's eyebrow rose. "Different how?" 

Elias laughed and leaned back in his chair. "| thought you didn't want to know the details?" 

"| don't, unless it pertains to his character. How was it different?" 

Elias hesitated. "Well, we switched roles." 

Henkka blinked. "Roleplaying? Like him being the cop?" 

Elias rolled his eyes. "No, like him not being the dominant one. He actually preferred it if | was the first to act" 
Henkka frowned. "He was the girl?" 

Elias laughed and shook his head. "He didn't lay down and take it if thats what you're trying to imply. It 
was..well, more balanced than | thought it would be. Kinda of like a relationship of give and take instead of 
possession" 

"That doesn't sound like Tony." 

Elias frowned. "I'll ask you again, how do you know if you haven't met him?" 

Henkka shuffled in his seat and lit another cigarette. "It's just a feeling | get. All of the stories I've heard this 
past week paint a man who will use anyone and anything to get what he wants. Sounds odd when you describe 


a guy who wants to be dominated in bed. It just doesn't jive with me." 


Elias sighed. "Not everyone is black and white with their actions. I've seen sweet old ladies kill people without a 


hesitation Hell, you're not that way either, despite what you might tell me." 

"Yeah, but this is a complete turnaround. And for a guy like Tony, it seems off to me." 
Elias finished off his cigarette. "Yeah, like you've always been the dominant one with Marko." 
Henkka flushed. "It's not the same thing." 


Elias snorted. "Yes, it is. For all of the fake toughness you show everyone, | know deep down inside you want 


security. And Marko provides that." 


"Not anymore. He'll barely give me the time of day." 
Elias frowned. "Why is that?" 


Henkka sighed and shrugged. "Fuck if | know. | think it has something to do with what Tommy said to Marko last 


week. Whatever it was, he's been avoiding me like the plague. | had to beg him to come over a couple days 


ago. 
"Hmmm, that's odd. He seemed to like you a lot from what I've heard." 
Henkka got up from his chair and stretched. "Well, you heard wrong." 


Elias shook his head. "No, | don't think so. Something is bugging him about you. Probably the same thing that's 


bugging me. Only we're not lovers so it doesn't matter in the grand scheme of things.’ 

Henkka's eyebrow rose. "Oh yeah? What's bugging you?" 

Elias sighed and leaned forward at this desk "For starters, how inconsistent you are when | ask you questions. 
Sometimes it's one way and other times its another. That's not your usual style. | have to wonder if you have 


something about this case on your mind" 


Henkka snorted. "Of course | have this case on my mind. Its the only thing I've been thinking about almost two 


weeks." 
"You know what | mean, Henkka. Is there something you're not telling me?" 


Henkka rolled his eyes and sat back down. "There's plenty I'm not telling you, but that's because the time isn't 
right yet. Speaking of the case, any clue where Jani Liimatainen has disappeared to?" 


Elias paled and glanced down at his desk. "lno, | don't know’ 

"Now look who's not telling things.” 

Elias sighed and glanced up. “It's not that easy to explain’ 
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Henkka snorted and folded his arms across his chest. "When is anything we talk about easy to explain?" 
Elias hesitated. "Well, those didn't affect my job. And this could" 


"Is that so? Well, it's not like I'm going to blab it to anyone else, so just spit it out” 


Elias nodded and twisted his hands. "As you know, Tony's father killed Janis father for revenge. Well, Jani tried 
the same thing on Aatu Kakko." 


Henkka's eyebrow rose. "He did? Marko never told me that" 
"He probably didn't even know. And if | hadn't been with Tony at the time, | wouldn't have either. Being as that 
may, | arrested him on the spot. He'd planned to shoot Tony, but gave himself up when both Tony and | had 


guns pointed at him." 


Henkka stared at Elias. "He tried to shoot Tony point blank? That seems a bit suicidal considering who he was 
trying to take out.” 


"Indeed. And, well, it was weird because it was too easy to take Jani into custody. He didn't put up a fight at all 
Almost like his attempt on Tony's life was half-hearted" 


Henkka rubbed his beard. "That is weird, almost like he didn't care either way. Considering what I've heard of 


Jani that seems off. Scoops around town always paint him as a short-tempered guy." 


"Yeah, I'd heard that too. Though what you told me before about his father and all that, it starts to make 


more sense. He had nothing to lose, with his father dead and his family disowning him. It was all just an act for 


him. 
Henkka nodded. "Exactly. So what happened to him? | doubt he's still in jail. 

Elias frowned and pushed paper around his desk. "He..well, he escaped from jail one night” 

Henkka's eyebrow arched. "Escaped? Just like that?" 

Elias shuffled in his seat. "Probably one of my men or something." 

Henkka snorted and shook his head. "Somehow | doubt that. How much did they pay you to release Jani?" 
Elias paled and looked up. "How did..." 


Henkka smiled. "Know? You're telling me this while staring at your desk. | know you're lying, and well it does 


make sense in this case. Though we're just talking there, nothing leaves this room as far as l'm concerned." 


Elias sighed. "It was Don Portimo that paid me off. l.l was stupid to take it. Jani is probably dead because of 


me. 
Henkka frowned. "Don Portimo? That is odd. You would think it would be Aatu Kakko or at the very least Tony." 


Elias mirrored Henkka's frown. "I never thought of it that way. You're right, it is odd" 


Henkka scratched his belly. "So now it comes down to what Don Portimo wanted with Jani and if Jani is even 


alive anymore." 
Elias shrugged. "I have no idea. He just disappeared after that. Either buried in water or under some building. | 
just wish.. that I'd stood up to Don Portimo more. | let my feelings for Tony get into the way and my anger led 


to Janis ultimate fate." 


Henkka got up from the chair and sighed. "l'm hearing that a lot lately. Feelings being used against people. | just 
hope for my sake that Jani is indeed alive and willing to talk" 


Elias glanced up at Henkka. "Be careful, especially around the Dons. Just because Aatu Kakko hired you doesn't 


mean you can't lose your usefulness over time." 
Henkka grinned and waved his hand. "You worry too much, Elias. That kind of stuff adds wrinkles to your face." 


Elias rolled his eyes and went back to work. 


Chapter 4 


The black of night filled the apartment bedroom and Henkka sighed for the tenth time. Millions of thoughts 
rained into his head and none of them had any cohesion. All mixed up and mismatched just like his life. He rolled 


on his side and stared at the covered-over window. 

Where was Jani? Why did Don Portimo bribe Elias for him? Was he even alive for that matter? 

None of the outcomes made sense. Tony had died at the hands of someone, but who? And why? 

Henkka absently rubbed himself and thought about Marko. He sighed and mentally kicked himself for thinking 
about sex at a time like this. Though at this point, a long drawn out session with Marko would make him sleep 


better. A frown tugged at his lips and he pushed Marko out of his mind 


Not that it mattered anymore. He started to wonder if this case will ever be resolved. Maybe he was just a 


lone cog in the grand wheel of love, hate, murder, and jewels. 
Or maybe he was just born unlucky? 
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Henkka shuffled down the street toward downtown. He was sure something would pop up to lead him to Jani, 
wherever the hell he was. 


A voice called ahead of him. "Why, isn't it little Henrik Klingenberg." 


Henkka cringed at the use of his full first name and tried to walk past the long haired man without looking his 


way. 


The man reached out and grabbed Henkka by the arm. "Oh, | don't think so Mr. Klingenberg. | think you had 


best come inside." 

Henkka tried to protest until he was faced with a blond man. He sighed. "What now, Timo?" 
Timo rolled his eyes and placed his hands on his hips. "You know what, Henkka." 

Henkka sighed. "I just.l've been busy. | have a case." 


Timo poked Henkka on the chest. "Bullshit. You've used that excuse for years. And now it's time to pay the 
debt." 


Henkka winced. "But, | don't really have the time." 


A man snorted behind Henkka. "What else is new?" 
Henkka groaned and let his eyes drift shut. "When did you get out, Pasi?" 


Pasi grinned and leaned against Henkka's back. "A couple months ago. | knew they couldn't hold me with that 


trumped up charge." 
Henkka moved away from Pasi. "You were turning tricks alongside the road. How is that a trumped up charge?" 
Pasi snorted and fluffed his curly hair. "It's the principle of the thing.” 


Henkka tried to exit and Timo stopped him. "Seriously, | have a case. I'm trying to find out who killed Tony 
Kakko." 


Timo eyed him. "I thought that was already solved. Didn't Chief Doofus kill him?" 
Henkka snorted. "Hell no, Elias has more smarts than that. Besides | think it might have been Jari.” 
Timo's blue eyes widened. "Liimatainen? | thought he was dead." 


Henkka shrugged. "Fuck if | know, I'm just trying to find him in case he is alive. Know of any places to start 
looking?" 


"Prison" 

Henkka turned around to face Pasi. "Why do you say that?" 

Pasi shrugged. "You see a lot of types that don't want to be found there. That and the dive over on 8th St! 
"Dive?" 


Timo snorted. "You really have been ignoring this area lately. It opened a few months back Filled to the brim 
with lowlifes and hustlers." 


Pasi shrugged. "If they give money up front, | don't care what they are." 
Henkka chuckled at Timo's dramatic eye roll in Pasi's direction. "| can't believe you hired Pasi back." 


Pasi leaned against Henkka's back again and reached around to grab his crotch. He gave it a hard squeeze 


turning Henkka's laugh into a groan. "It's because l'm the best" 


Henkka's eyes rolled back into his head. 


Pasi grinned and groped Henkka harder. "Someone hasn't been getting any lately, has he?" 
Henkka moaned and pushed into Pasi's hand. "It feels like forever 

Timo removed Pasi's hand from Henkka's crotch. "No freebies. You already have a tab ten miles long’ 
Henkka groaned and humped the air. "Come on, a quick handjob isn't chargeable anyway: 


Timo shook his head. "Everything is chargeable, you know that. That's why your tab is so huge, and you know 


what you must do to appease me." 
Henkka sighed. "Yes, but | haven't got the time to fill in for your guys for a couple nights." 


Timo's eyebrow rose. “But time enough for a handjob? And in all honestly, there's been a lot of customers 


lately looking for a stocky dude who can take it" 
Pasi winked at Henkka. "Once your debt is paid, you can have all of the handjobs you want for free from me." 


Henkka rolled his eyes and headed for the door. "Like I'm going to do that. You're the reason | got into this 


mess in the first place." 
Pasi pouted. "Are you saying | wasn't good enough?" 
Henkka turned and grinned at Pasi. "You were the best I've ever had." 


Pasi leered at Henkka. "That's what | wanted to hear." 


Timo rolled his eyes and shoved Henkka out the door. "Get out so | don't end up throwing up all over my new 


carpet." 
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Henkka pushed the grimy door open and entered the club. He blinked at the darkness and stayed in place to let 
his eyes adjust. 


Girls in bikinis wiggled around in enclosed tubes with lights flashing around them. A dozen or so men watched 


with rapt attention while holding glasses filled with dark substances. 


Henkka frowned. Not quite the cesspool that he thought it would be. He shrugged and ventured further into 
the club. Upbeat Jazz music filled his ears when he got closer to the bar. 


The bar was manned by a tall, stocky guy with a ponytail wrapped behind his head. He eyed Henkka with 


suspicion and wiped up the countertop. 

Henkka snorted and sat down at one of the stools. "Gimme a beer." 

The barman rolled his eyes and reached down to grab a bottle. He slid it over to Henkka. "Five." 

Henkka winced and dug into his pants for some cash. He set the money on the counter. "Keep the change." 
The barman stared down at the five dollar bill and glanced up with annoyance. "What change?" 


Henkka chuckled and sipped his beer. "It's a figure of speech. In old movies they always say that, regardless if 
its true or not. Just keeping with the private eye motif" 


The barman snorted and stuffed the money into the cash register. "I take it you're a private dick? Or maybe 
just some sort of wannabe?" 


Henkka rolled his eyes. "I'm a private dick and l'm looking for Jani Liimatainen." 


The barman's eyes widened for a second and then back to normal. "Why are you looking for that stiff? Isn't he 


dead or something?" 
“That's what | aim to find out. Seen him around lately?" 
The barman shook his head. "Nope. This is a legit establishment. We don't deal with that sort of riff raff." 


Henkka snorted and took a swig of his beer. "My ass. | can see a Don's son watching that bleached blonde in the 


corner.” 


The barman rubbed down the counter once more. "I can't police every little Tom, Dick, and Harry that walks in 


the doors. If | could, you would never even be here." 
Henkka eyebrow rose. "Is that so? l'm a paying customer after all." 


| know your type. The washed out private dick looking to cause trouble. We don't need that sort of 


atmosphere here." 


Henkka sorted and glanced around the room. "What atmosphere? It's dead as a doornail in here. If there weren't 


half naked ladies dancing, I'd think it was for a funeral." 


The barman threw down his rag and grabbed Henkka by the shirt collar. "Listen buddy boy, I'm trying to be 
polite, but you just ain't seeing it. Drink your beer and get out" 


Henkka thudded back into his seat. He sighed and pulled out a cigarette. "No need to get physical with me, | get 


that I'm not welcome. | will say this, | will not stop my investigation to find Jani. And you can tell that to your 


boss for me as | know your type too. A former Don bodyguard, | assume?" 

The barman cracked his knuckles. "And what of it?" 

Henkka smiled and took a drag from his cigarette. "Not a thing. The Liimatainen family?" 
The barman sighed. "Why are digging that up now?" 

"Because | think Jani killed Tony." 


The barman shook his head. "Jani didn't kill Tony. Hell, he tried a couple times, but never managed to do it all 
the way. And really, | wouldn't have blamed him for killing Tony. The man ruined his life completely.” 


"Do you know that for sure?" 

The barman hesitated and then nodded. "Yes, | do. He was here the night Tony was killed. | have witnesses." 
Henkka's eyebrow rose. "Do you? Other Don's sons? They don't hold much weight with the cops." 

The barman sighed. "Look, I've known Jani since he was a little kid. He didn't kill Tony." 

Henkka finished off his beer. "I hope you're right." 
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The sunlight was going down when Henkka pulled his beat up car into the far edges of southside. Henkka sighed 
and found a parking spot by an old abandoned building. The bartender had given him vague directions to where 
Jani hung out in southside. None of which surprised Henkka in the slightest. Of course Jani was in southside and 
probably was the night Tony was killed. All he needed was solid evidence. 


Henkka locked his car and headed down one of the main streets. It was eerily quiet around the buildings, like 
even the concrete and glass structures didn't want him to know their secrets. Maybe he was just getting 
paranoid after all these years, or maybe it was right on the money. He wouldn't know if Jani was guilty until 


he thoroughly searched the area for clues. 


His first stop was the alley Tony was killed in. From what little Elias had told him, Tony was probably chased 
down a dead end alley and shot. And seemingly every set of buildings had their own unique paths of twisty 


alleys that led somewhere or nowhere. 


The first one that popped up looked promising to Henkka. He walked through just as the sun filtered down the 
windows of office space looking toward the alley. He glanced around for doors that led to the alley in case the 
killer had escaped that path on foot. There were no such things down this alley and it continued on to another 


street. He sighed and walked back to the main street to try another. 


It would have been helpful if Elias had given him the exact alley, but the chief of police was tight-lipped on 
that matter. Henkka snorted and resigned him to being left out of important stuff his so called friends deemed 
too dangerous for his wellbeing. Hogwash, he said to that. He could take care of himself since he was fifteen 


Coddling to the point of suffocation was the last thing he needed right now. Was honesty too much to ask? 


The next alley had a dead end which was in clear view from the street. Henkka wondered how much light ever 
came into this area that Tony would run blindly down an alley in hopes for escape. Spray painted graffiti coated 
the walls and turned over empty trash cans appeared every ten or so feet rolling around in the light wind 
back and forth. It lulled Henkka into a calm mood at times since there was nothing else to distract him with 


here. 

More graffiti lined the back wall with filthy sayings and numbers of hopeful hookers looking for a quick buck. 
Henkka sighed and examined the back wall for any traces of blood or bullet holes and found multiple. He 
frowned because Tony had only been hit once in the chest, so if this was the alley the rest were from former 
murder victims. A shiver ran down his back from the sudden wind behind him. He turned around just as a pair 


of headlights came barreling at his position. 


He looked around for an escape, but there was none. His eyes watched in horror as the car sped faster and 


faster toward him. Soon his life would be over and no one would care. 
And then it just stopped. 
A few feet away from him to be exact. He groaned and wished for a clear pair of shorts right about now. 


One of the occupants got out from the back followed by two burly guys. Henkka winced when the light flashed 


over Tommy Portimo's face. 
Tommy snorted. "Well, look what | found. A detective who seems to be out of his element.” 


Henkka rolled his eyes. "If you knew anything about me, you'd know that I'm perfectly suited for this element. 


I's in my blood and drives me on" 


Tommy cracked his knuckles and advanced on Henkka's position. "No, | don't think you are. In fact, you're a 
meddlesome pest that needs to be eradicated once and for all." 


"And | suppose you're the man to do it? You do know that I'm being tailed by Elias at all times? How far do 
you think you can go before he appears?" 


Tommy grinned. "I've been warned to not kill you by my father, just to give you a piece of my mind” 


Henkka snorted at the black gloves that Tommy pulled onto to each hand. "Somehow | don't think its your mind 


that you're going to give me." 


Tommy's smile widened. "You always were smarter than you looked Too bad for you, it's your looks that | 


intend to break." 

Henkka backed up and touched the brick wall behind him. He sighed and stared forward at Tommy. "Look, | don't 
give a fuck what your father stupidly did to Mikko Harkin or even about your shady past. I'm just here to 
solve this case." 


"Oh really? | was under the impression you were here to dig up all our old stuff" 


Henkka rolled his eyes. "Well yeah, that's the whole point. You can't find a motive if you don't dig. It's not like 


people wear it proudly on their shirts." 


Tommy stopped a few feet away from Henkka. "Then I'm here to tell you to stop digging. It will be better for 
your health." 


"And you beating me to a pulp will be? What are you hiding? Did you secretly want to be involved with Mikko 
before Jani got him? That surge of possessive jealousy overtake your calm demeanor as you murdered 


Mikko?" 


A scowl covered Tommy's face. "That stupid fuck. Jani was a useless piece of garbage that didn't deserve 


Mikko's attention. He deserved a bottle which is where he ended up in after Tony was finished with him." 
Henkka looked behind Tommy and grinned. "Not so useless." 

Tommy frowned. "What the hell are you talking about?" 

A gun clicked behind Tommy. He turned around and snorted. "Oh look, its useless Jani come to play with us." 


Without hesitation Jani shot both of Tommy's bodyguards with two bullets and turned the gun on Tommy. "Is 
he telling the truth? Did you kill Mikko?" 


Tommy glanced around and walked back to the car. "Why should | tell you anything? You never deserved a 


damn thing from me." 
Jani cocked the gun "Well, | could just take you out right now" 

Tommy snorted and opened the car door. "But you won't, You don't have the stones to take out the big boys” 
Jani laughed. "And that shows how wrong you. | murdered Tony 


Tommy's eyebrow rose. "Is that so? Somehow | doubt you did. You stupidly loved Tony like Marko did eons ago. 


You couldn't kill him just like Marko can't." 


Jani smirked and slammed Tommy's car door shut. "We'll see, | guess." He stepped to the side to allow the car 


to screech backwards out of the alley. His eyes turned back to Henkka and he lowered his gun. 
Henkka blinked. "What the hell just happened?" 


Jani snorted. "Tommy may act all tough and intimidating, but when you push back on him he retreats like a 
beaten dog. You'll notice he doesn't give a shit about these men | just killed." 


Henkka glanced down at the dead men and sighed. "Figures. No wonder there's so many bullet holes in these 
alleys." 


Jani grinned and motioned for Henkka to follow him. "Come on, we have an errand to run" 
Henkka frowned. "And that is?" 
"You're going to drive me to the police station | have a few things to confess to." 


KEKE EE OK KE 


Elias' eyes widened when Henkka and Jani walked into his office. Henkka slumped down on a chair off to the side, 
while Jani took the one in front of Elias’ desk. Elias glanced over at Henkka with a frown. 


Henkka shrugged. "Just doing what he told me to do." 
Elias glanced at Jani. "What's this all about?" 


Jani sighed and laid his gun on top of Elias’ desk. "I'm here to confess a murder. Actually, multiple murders now 


that | think about it" 
Elias blinked. "Murders? Of whom?" 


Jani folded his arms across his chest. "Well, the last two murders were to two bodyguards of the Portimo 
family. You'll find their bodies in the alley above the Speakeasy bar. | had to kill them in order to protect 


Henkka from harm." 
Elias glanced over at Henkka. "What harm?" 


Henkka sighed. "Well, Tommy was about to rearrange my face. | assume the bodyguards were going to hold me 
so | couldn't fight back, but it never got that far. Instead Tommy and | exchanged pleasantries about his shady 
past and how he killed Mikko Harkin in a rage. Then Tommy advanced on me and Jani showed up." 


"Pleasantries? Is that a fancy way of saying you argued?" 

Henkka waved his hand. "Something like that. | suspected he killed Mikko thanks to his reaction a week ago when 
| mentioned his name. Though | honestly think Tommy killed Mikko more for the fact that Mikko loved Jani 
more than him. He's a hothead and probably didn't even notice until it was over at what he'd done. He covered 
it up by using some of his dad's men to make it look like a mob hit 

Elias frowned. "Do you have any evidence proving that?" 

Henkka shook his head. "Nope, not even a shred of one. It's just a gut feeling.” 

Elias snorted. "Yeah well, gut feelings aren't chargeable in court. Besides, Tommy will never go to trial anyway. 
Don Portimo has paid off most of the city to do his bidding. Without Jani's or Marko's fathers, he and Aatu 


Kakko can rule the town" 


Jani sighed. "You see, it was never like that in the beginning. In fact, all of our fathers were good friends at one 


time. It was a snowball of things that changed it in the blink of an eye." 


‘| assume you mean Tony Kakko? He literally ripped off the remaining Dons thanks to you, including your own 


father." 


Jani nodded. "Indeed and stole my heart in the process. Which brings me to murder number three on my list 


of confessions." 
Elias’ eyebrow rose. "Three? How many more are after this one?" 


Jani smiled. "Just this one. I'm not a cold blooded killer, despite what some may paint me as. And quite frankly 
this murder was the hardest of all." 


“And that is?" 

Jani sighed. "Tony Kakko." 

FERE EE KR Æ 

Henkka lit a cigarette and glanced over at Elias. "I didn't even have to track him down, he came to me." 
Elias frowned and turned to Jani. "Why?" 


Jani snorted. "Seriously? Do you know what he did to me? Ruined my life, killed my father, and having the rest 


of them disown me in the process. | have more motive than everyone in this town combined" 


Elias nodded. "I know, and that's what puzzles me. Why did you wait until now to confess? You got rid of a pest 


in your life. | would think you would be shouting it out to the world. Instead, you've been living in hiding. Why?" 


Jani shuffled in his seat. "Because I'd be a dead man if I'd confessed. Aatu Kakko had my father killed for killing 
Marko's father. He wouldn't bat an eyelash to off me in the process for killing his son" 


Elias sighed. "And that's the thing, Aatu hated his son. He brought shame to his family every step of the way. 
Knowing Aatu, he'd probably reward you for it" 


Jani shook his head. "No, he wouldn't. He's wanted me dead from the start, because | knew something | 
shouldn't. Tony almost found out what it was when we were together. Then when he betrayed me, | cut off all 
ties with anyone." 

"How did Tony die? Give me a breakdown of what you did that night” 

Jani frowned. "Why does it matter how | did it? Im telling you | did it!" 


Elias leaned back in his chair. "Just humor me." 


Jani sighed and played with his hands. "Tony was wandering around southside and | followed him into an alley. | 
raised my gun up and killed him." 


"Why was he wandering around southside alone?" 

Jani shrugged. “Fuck if | know. | can only tell you that when | saw him, | knew it was the night to do it” 
Henkka blew smoke out of his mouth. "I know why he was there - to meet with Marko about Elias." 

Jani turned to Henkka. "How do you know that?" 

Henkka smiled. "Marko told me." 

Elias leaned forward and stared directly at Jani. "| want to believe you, but something isn't quite right with 
your story. You give me vague details that anyone can make up if given enough time. What are you really 
hiding?" 


Jani scrambled to his feet. "| come here at a cost to my life and don't believe me? Fuck you. | killed Tony Kakko 
as he deserved to die in that alley!" 


Elias stood. "Calm down. There's just some things that bug me about this story. Though if you could provide 


the murder weapon..." 


Jani picked up his gun and thrust it into Elias‘ hands. "There it is. The one | killed Tony with.’ 


Elias nodded and placed the gun into a plastic bag he pulled out of his desk. "Very well, I'll have this tested. 
You're free until | get the results." 


Jani shook his head. "No, arrest me now. If | go back out there and they know I've talked to the cops, I'll be 
dead before taking two steps." 


Elias sighed and nodded. He pulled out his handcuffs and slapped them on Jani's wrists. "Have it your way. I'l 
keep you here in the meantime until we get the results. After that, if you're guilty then you'll go to prison” 


Jani snorted. "| know how the justice system works, Chief. And you can be sure there will be no one to pay 


you off to get me out this time." 


96 6 EE EE KK Æ 


The detective was still in Elias' office when he returned. Elias snorted at him and sat down at his chair. "You're 
still here?" 


Henkka nodded. "Sure, | get to gloat at how | solved the case. Isn't it great?" 


Elias’ eyebrow went up. "Solved what? We don't even know if Jani was guilty or not. Don't count your chickens 


before they hatch." 
Henkka sighed. "Well, it's pretty much a done deal. Why would he admit to killing Tony and not be guilty?" 
Elias lit a cigarette. "Why indeed. And for that matter, why were you in southside in the first place?" 


Henkka snorted. "Why else? Its apparently where all the action is in this town at the moment. Plus | wanted to 
see for myself where Tony was killed. Tommy just happened to interrupt those plans." 


Elias eyebrow rose. "How did you know exactly where Tony was killed? | never told you where, just how." 


Henkka rolled his eyes. "It doesn't take a genius to figure out where. There isn't that many dead end alleys in 
southside. Besides, l'm a detective and it's my job to find stuff." 


"Yes, and you just happened to find Jani in the process. Or rather, he found you. How convenient." 
Henkka frowned. "What's with you lately? You're acting like Make at times.’ 


Elias sighed. "Look, as | said to Jani, this doesn't jive with me. There's something | can't put my finger on that's 
the missing piece to this case. And it isn't Jani Liimatainen" 


Henkka snorted and got up from his chair. "You know, you can be a bit ungrateful at times. | bring you the 
killer and you write it off as being not up to your standards. | did my job, now do yours." 


Elias sighed again and watched Henkka walk out of his office. He glanced at the case file and frowned. 
OK 
A deputy handed Elias the ballistics test from Jani's gun and walked out without a word. 


Elias pulled open the file and eyed the contents. He snorted and got up from his chair to head out of his office 
to the lockup downstairs. Curious deputies watched him go for the elevators, but he paid them no heed. 


The elevator pinged open and he stepped inside to punch the B key for basement. It always amused him that 
they kept the morgue and jails right next to each other. Out of sight, out of mind. 


Elias sighed and felt the elevator jerk a little before reaching the bottom floor. He exited and headed for the 


check in desk manned by one of his men 

The man glanced up and smiled at Elias. "Chief, what brings you down here?" 
"| want to see Jani Liimatainen." 

The man frowned. "Well, at the moment he's with his lawyer." 

Elias blinked. "What lawyer? He hasn't even made a phone call." 

The man shrugged. "That's what he said he was." 

"Did you even ask for ID?" 

The man nodded. "Of course. It said he was a lawyer. 


Elias' eyes widened and he ran past the check in desk for the cells. He zoomed by several men and dodged 
around gurneys filled with dead people on his way through. 


He stopped short at the cells and swore. His tired legs pulled him up to stand by the bars to glance into the 
cell. Jani lay on the floor, bleeding from his chest. A gunshot wound, Elias added in his head. 


Elias walked back out of the cells and called for the check in officer. "Get down here now!" 
The officer ran to Elias position "What's the matter?" 


Elias pointed to Janis cell. "| want to know exactly what this lawyer looked like. You might have just let the 


murderer finish off our only clue." 


Chapter 5 


Henkka groaned and hid under the covers. A loud pounding on his door was constant for the past couple 
minutes. He sighed and pushed off the blankets to get out of bed. Bare feet padded over to the front door. He 
looked through the peephole and sighed. 


He pulled open the door to reveal Elias at his doorstep. "Didn't we do this a couple of weeks ago?" 


Elias pushed his way into Henkka's apartment. "Yeah and | was there to tell you about a murder. Funny enough, 


that's the same for today" 

Henkka's eyebrow rose. "Oh yeah? Who died now?" 
"Jani Liimatainen. Shot in his locked cell” 

Henkka frowned. "You're shitting me." 


Elias snorted and walked into Henkka's living room. "I wish | was. | wish | knew what the fuck was going with this 


case. | wish | knew why none of my evidence matches to anything" 
Henkka followed him. "What do you mean doesn't match up? That wasn't the gun that killed Tony?" 
Elias snorted and paced the room. *Not even remotely close. Not even the same caliber for that matter" 
Henkka sighed and slumped down on the couch. "Figures. | had a feeling it was too good to be true” 


Elias stood in front of Henkka with his hands on his hips. "My ass. You knew damn well Jani wasn't Tony's killer 


and | want to know why!" 


Henkka winced. "There's no need to shout. I'm right here. And | only know as much as you do. | don't know why 
you and Marko think | know more than I'm telling. I'm trying to solve this case like you are." 


Elias shook his head and sat down next to Henkka. "No, | don't think you are. You've been subverting my every 


move from the start. If | didn't know any better...” 
Henkka interrupted him. "That | had something to do with it? Why would | do that and what is my motive?" 


Elias sighed and leaned back on the couch. "That's the thing, | can't find one. Hell, | can't even find evidence 
pointing at your involvement. It's just that, there's something off with you lately.” 


Henkka stared at the wall. "I've got a lot on my mind, that's all. What with Marko's behavior, | got nowhere to 


really turn to for a release." 


Elias snorted. "What about Pasi? | know he just got out of prison recently." 
Henkka groaned. "Not if | want to keep the last bit of money | have." 
"Well, if its money you need...” 


Henkka held his hand up. "No. You're the last person | want to borrow fuck money from. Just give me some 


time to myself to think." 


Elias sighed and got up from the couch. "Fine, have it your way. Do you at least want me to tell you who killed 
Jani, assuming | ever find out?" 


| doubt you will, but if you do then yes, let me know." 
Elias nodded and headed for Henkka's front door. He sighed again and opened the door to leave. 


3 EEE EE 


Don Portimo was sitting in Elias’ office when he got back from Henkka's. He frowned and hung his coat on the 


rack "Is there something | can do for you Don Portimo?" 

The Don nodded. "Yes Chief, there is. Find out who killed my son’ 

"Tero? | thought Tony did that years ago." 

A deputy rushed into Elias’ office and stopped dead when he caught sight of Don Portimo. 
Elias snorted and walked over to the deputy. "What is it?" 

The deputy glanced over at Don Portimo and then back at Elias. "Well, um..you see... 


Don Portimo interrupted. "He's about to tell you my son Tommy was murdered late last night. My men found 
him floating in the lake by southside." 


Elias' eyes widened. "Drowned?" 


The deputy cleared his throat. "Um, no sir. He was shot in the head and dumped in the lake. I'm.well, I'm 
bringing up the results of the autopsy.” 


Elias frowned. "What autopsy? | didn't authorize anything yet" 


Don Portimo sighed. "When you weren't in your office, | had them do it. | wanted to know how he died." 


Elias sighed. "Yes, but I'm the chief of police. It's my job to do these things by the book" 


Don Portimo snorted. "Yes, just like you allowed Jani to be released years ago. If that scum hadn't escaped our 
compound, | could have finished the job his father started years ago." 


Elias stared at him. "You mean you didn’t finish the job by killing him yesterday? It was you that wanted him in 
the first place." 


Don Portimo frowned. "He was killed last night?" 


Elias took the file from the deputy and waved him off. He sat down at his desk and lit a cigarette. "No, 


yesterday afternoon. In fact, I'm wondering if Tommy was the one who killed him." 


Don Portimo shook his head. "No, | didn't order Tommy to kill Jani. Nor any of my men for that matter. This is 
the first I've heard of Jani being dead." 


Elias sighed. "Somehow | knew you were going to say that. Why was your son in southside anyway?" 
Don Portimo smiled. "Family business." 
Elias' eyebrow rose. "Family business? Does that mean the family had him killed?" 


Don Portimo snorted and waved his hand. "Why would | even be here if I'd killed him myself? | love my son, 
despite some of the disrespectful things he did in the past." 


"Mikko Harkin?" 

Don Portimo sighed. "Mikko was an unfortunate accident. Tommy was told to watch him and failed in doing so." 
Elias snorted. "That's not what I've heard. Henkka told me Tommy admitted to killing Mikko in a jealous rage." 
Don Portimo frowned. "When was this?" 

"A couple days ago when Tommy was about to pound Henkka into the pavement. Had Jani not been there, 
Tommy would have probably had another accident on his hands. And | assume you didn't authorize that, 


either?" 


Don Portimo sighed. "| asked Tommy to get information out of Henkka because he seemed to know who killed 
Tony, but refused to say. It was a simple request." 


Elias shook his head. "Nothing is simple when it comes to mob matters as you know full well” 


Don Portimo snorted. "That | do know full well. Ever since that jewel heist by Tony years ago, everything has 
gone wrong every step of the way. When will this end?" 


Elias shrugged. "You got me. This whole month has been a nightmare. Maybe we'll wake up sometime soon?" 
Don Portimo got up from the chair. "I wish that were so. Then I'd have both of my boys back" 
Elias cocked his head to the side. "Was Tero's death a vendetta against your family from Aatu Kakko?" 


Don Portimo turned at the doorway. "Honestly? | have no idea. I've always thought of Aatu as my close friend, 


but now even he might be guilty of Tommy's death." 


EEKE KE KK Æ 


Elias laid out a handful of photos in front of the basement check-in officer on his desk. "Take your time, but 


tell me if any of these faces match the man you saw" 
The officer frowned and studied the photos. “It would help if they were wearing hats" 

Elias’ eyebrow rose. "Hats? You didn't mention that in your report! 

The officer nodded and pointed to the photos. "I know, because | just remembered it while look at these 
Elias wrote that down on his notepad. "What kind of hat? A baseball cap?" 


The officer picked up on the photos to study it closer. "No, more like a knit cap. Kind of like the ones you wear 
for skiing, but not as bulky and no tassels." 


"Do you remember what color it was?" 


The officer glanced up. "It was black. I'm sure of that much. In fact, his whole outfit was black. Black suit, black 
hat, black shoes." 


Elias frowned. "Why would anyone wear a knit cap with a suit?" 


The officer shrugged and replaced the photo on the desk. "Not sure, sir. It does sound odd now that | think 
about it" 


Elias stroked his chin. "Unless he was wearing it to hide his hair?" 
The officer pointed to one of the photos. "You know, he kind of had a beard like this guy.” 


Elias glanced down at the photo and sighed. "That figures. But nothing else is familiar about him?" 


The officer frowned. "I'm not sure as this photo is of a scruffy looking guy. | would have to see him dressed 


up to know for sure." 


Elias snorted and leaned back in his chair. "Good luck with that. He only dresses up when he has to moonlight 
for Timo." 


"Timo?" 

Elias scooped up the photos. "Never mind. If you remember anything else, let me know! 
The officer nodded and walked out of the office. Elias watched him go and sighed 
KEEKEKE 


Timo's eyebrow arched and he walked forward. "Chief? Isn't this a little out of your jurisdiction? Or have you 
changed your altar boy ways?" 


Elias rolled his eyes. "Trust me, | have no use for your facilities. Nor will | ever" 


"Pity. | can imagine you would be one hell of a ride. Hell, I'd come out of retirement for a chance to ride 


your...attributes." 


Elias snorted and glanced around the curtained entryway. "I bet you would. And there's nothing special about 
my so-called attributes." 


Timo glanced down and grinned. "Oh honey, now you're being modest. I've seen many a man, but none of them 
are as well packed as you are. And I'm not talking about your gun" He stopped and gave Elias a leer. "Or maybe 
| am?" 

Elias sighed. "I'm not here to talk about me." 

Timo mirrored his sigh. "Too bad, because l'm always up for that. So what are you here for?" 

"Henkka." 

Timo grinned. "Its funny you mention Henkka, because he managed to grace our den of pleasure today." 

Elias tried to peer into one of the curtained room. "To pay off his debt?" 


Timo sighed and shook his head. “Sadly, no. There's such a high demand for men of his stature." 


Elias winced. "That's more than | wanted to know." 


Timo chuckled. "Just the facts, ma'am? Well, it's true. Hell, you would be high demand too. Especially with our 
boys who love to be dominated by a big, strong man such as yourself.” 


Elias' jaw clenched. "You do know | can have you shut down at a moment's notice for comments like that?" 


Timo laughed and folded his arms across his skin tight shirt. "Oh, but you won't. Not even the Dons would allow 
you to do that. Some of their sons had their first fuck in here." 


Elias sighed and glanced away. "Tony?" 

Timo's eyebrow rose. "Why do you want to know?" 

"| don't. Forget it" 

Timo cocked his head to the side. "You were the one he kept talking about. | should have known." 

Elias stared at Timo. "What are you talking about?" 

Timo snorted. "Just because | run the only male brothel in this town doesn't mean | don't have any friends. I've 
known Tony since he was a teenager. In fact, | was his first man at age seventeen He was so shy and awkward, 
but amazing in bed once he figured it out" 


Elias turned bright red. 


Timo went over to stand beside Elias. He laid a hand on Elias' shoulder. "|! assume he was still that way from 


your reaction. Yes, he could be a complete bastard at times, but | don't think he deserved to die that young." 


Elias nodded. "Yeah. It's funny, he was never a bastard with me. Well ok, he did dictate when we could meet up, 
but that was about it. When we were together, it's almost like we switched roles." 


Timo frowned. "Really? He was submissive?" 


Elias shuffled his feet. "Well, | mean he didn't lay there and take it, but there were some times that he begged 


me to dominate. | just always assumed he was like that." 


"He wasn't. Well ok, he was with me, but that was his first time. With some of my other guys, he was always 
the dominating one. It's interesting that he felt comfortable enough to let you take the reins." 


Elias swallowed the lump his throat and frowned. "Yeah. | don't even know why | just told you all of that" 


Timo smiled. "Well, | have a way of putting people at ease. There's no point in having them riled up when you're 


trying to get them into bed." 


Elias backed away from Timo. "So this was all just an act?" 

Timo shook his head. "No, you misunderstand me. | was talking in general, not about you. As much as | would do 
you in an instant, | know you're not interested. What | meant was, when | talk to people they tend to tell me 
stuff they wouldn't to others.” 

Elias blinked. "Like confidential information?" 

Timo's eyebrow rose. "Are you trying to get me to betray a confidence?" 

"| thought you didn't participate anymore?" 

Timo snorted. "You know what | mean, Elias. And yes, | do know some things that would be interesting to other 
people." He sighed and played with his hands. "I can tell you that Tony was intent on spending his life with you. 
All he would talk about to me was how great this guy was that he was with. Too bad, he never got the 
chance." 


Elias sighed and stared at the floor. "I miss him." 


Timo nodded and touched Elias' arm. "| do too. You don't realize how much someone means to you until they're 


gone." 

"Yeah, like his hands." 

Timo's eyebrow arched. "His hands?" 

Elias nodded. "Yeah, he had smooth hands like silk. | don't know how that's possible, but he did" 
Timo smiled and stroked Elias' arm. "Rubbing over your body just right” 

Elias moaned. "Um..something like that." 


Timo's hands slid over Elias' chest, slowly rubbing against the starched white shirt. "Touching you like you've 


never felt before, pulling you closer and closer to the end." 

Elias groaned and half heartily tried to push Timo's hands away. "Timo." 
Timo stood in front of Elias and smiled. "How long has it been, Elias?" 
Elias tried to move away but Timo grabbed his wrist. "Timo. | cant" 


Timo nodded and brushed his hands straight down Elias' shirt to his belt buckle. "Yes, you can You need this, 


Elias. [t's been building inside since his death, making you frustrated and angry. I'm here to let it out” 
"Out in the open?" 


Timo chuckled. ‘We don't get much business this early in the day anyway. Plus, as much | want to, we wouldn't 
go all of the way here." 


Elias swallowed hard. "l.l better go." 
Timo shook his head. "Not yet. Let me help you, Elias." 


Elias' eyes tracked Timo sinking to his knees in front of his crotch. He bit his lip when Timo rubbed over his 
crotch with the palm of his hand. 


Timo grinned when Elias' hips bucked on their own. "Oh yeah, you definitely need a release. Did Tony suck you 


slow or fast?" 
Elias flushed and panted. "Um, slow." 


Timo's grin widened and stroked the inside of Elias' thighs. "I was hoping you'd say that. | do like taking my time 
with a blow, tasting it inch by inch." 


"Fuck." 


Timo undid Elias' pants and reached inside. "Good to know my bedroom talk still works after all these years." He 
licked his lips when he managed to pull it free. "Oh yeah, this is something that needs to be taken time with. 


You are beautiful Elias, in every sense of the word" 

Elias arched his back and blushed. 

Timo's smiled and licked the side. "| have only one thing to say before tasting this beautiful cock in my hand, 
and that is - don't hold back. | can take anything you give me and | want you to release any single frustration 
on your mind right now. Every case you couldn't solve, every waking hour without Tony, every suspect that 


comes along that might lead to Tony's killer and doesn't. Let them all out" 


Elias bit his lip and nodded. 
III II 
"Hey, sleepyhead." 


Elias groaned and rolled around in bed. He felt around for his blankets and only felt silk sheets. His eyes cracked 
open to find himself in something that resembled the set of Arabian Nights. Scarves and curtains, odd smells 


and groans. Groans? 
"This is the last place I'd find you Elias, but judging by how loud you screamed it obviously was a good trip." 
Elias frowned and glanced over at the doorway. "Henkka?" 


Henkka bowed. "Though | have to ask, who gave you that amazing ride? The best one here is Pasi and | was 


with him." 


Elias flushed and sat up in bed. He glanced around the room to spot this suit pants draped over nearby chair. 


"How did | get here?" 


Timo poked his head in and laughed. "| had some of my boys bring you in there. Once | was done with you, you 
could barely stand" 


Henkka's jaw dropped. "You were with Timo?" 


Timo grinned and patted Henkka on the arm. "There are very few I'd come out of retirement for, and Elias is 
one of them." 


"But but but..you actually fucked him?" 


Timo shook his head. "Nope, just gave him a blow. He took my message to heart and released everything pent 


up, so much so that he passed out for an hour." 


Elias blushed and got out of bed to put on his pants. He glanced up to see both guys checking him out. "Don't 
you have something better to do?" 


Timo laughed and waved. "I'll leave you two alone. And Henkka, that's another $250 to your tab." 
Henkka groaned and sat down on the bed. "Why can't | find someone to fuck without having to pay a fortune?" 
Elias snorted and put on his suit coat. "Marko charged you too?" 


Henkka frowned and played with his coat sleeves. "No. He tried to give me money to pay off my debts here, 
and | told him to go to hell." 


Elias sat next to Henkka. "You're still not talking?" 
"No. And | doubt anything will change that. Besides, | just needed a quick roll in the hay to clear my thoughts.’ 


Elias rolled his eyes. "Did you come up with anything?" 


Henkka nodded. "I don't think the guy who killed Jani is the same one who killed Tommy." 
Elias frowned. "How did you know Tommy was dead? | never told you that." 


Henkka snorted and got up from the bed. "How can | not? Everyone in town is talking about it. Its not every 


day that a powerful Don loses his son. Though lately, it seems a bit more common" 
"Indeed. Speaking of that, where were you the night Tommy was killed?" 
Henkka stared down at Elias. "You think | killed him? Why?" 


Elias got to his feet and stood in front of Henkka. "Why not? He was about to kill you the night Jani showed 


up. 
Henkka snorted. "| didn't kill him." 

"Then where were you the afternoon Jani was killed?" 
Henkka threw up his hands. "Now you think | killed Jani?" 


Elias sighed and stared at the wall past Henkka's head. "The basement officer picked your beard out of a set of 


pictures. There's not many around town that has your same beard. In fact, you're the only one that | know of" 
Henkka moved away from Elias and headed for the door. "Look, | didn’t kill either of them" 

"But | only have your word for that" 

Henkka frowned. "And that isnt enough?" 

Elias sighed. "I don't know anymore" 

FPFE KKE 


Henkka left Timo's place in a foul mood. He slammed his car door shut and gripped the steering wheel tight. A 
sigh of anger left his body as quickly as it started. 


Two dead bodies and not a stitch of evidence other than a bearded guy who looked like him. 
Henkka stroked his beard. It was unique, that was for sure. Most guys were either cleanly shaven like Elias or 
a thin beard outlining their lips like Tony. To have a long beard was considered unsanitary and left for hicks out 


in the country. 


But Henkka was no hick. He spent pretty much his whole life in the big city. Playing in alleys, throwing rocks in 


the lakes, hiding in tree covered parks. That was his life. 


And yet, someone was trying to frame him for Tommy's death. Why? He had no idea other than to get him 
locked up and out of their hair. 


The problem was, it could be anyone. Aatu Kakko, Don Portimo, and any number of random people who hated 


Henkka. He was pretty sure it wasn't Elias as he would have no motive to do so and found the body. 


He didn't even know where to start. The suspects were endless and could be anywhere at this point. He needed 


a damn clue, but there was none. 


Henkka sighed and turned the key of his car. It started right up. He snorted and patted the dash. "Sometimes | 


wonder if you can read my mind. | just wish | knew where to start.” 
A knock on his car window broke him out of his thoughts. He glanced up and snorted. "What do you want Pasi?" 
Pasi opened the passenger door and hopped in. "I didn't do a very good job if you're still angry." 


Henkka sighed and turned off the car. "It's got nothing to do with you, unless you killed either Tommy or Jani a 


couple days ago." 

Pasi shook his shoulder length brown curls. "Nope, | was with clients all day when they were killed. And 
honestly, | have no reason to kill them anyway. | never had Tommy, he always chose someone he could be 
rough with. Jani | had only a few times, and he always treated me right." 

Henkka snorted. "That's more than | needed know." 


Pasi grinned and reached out to stroke Henkka's arm. "But there's obviously something bugging you." 


"There are lots of things that bug me. For example, why would anyone try to frame me for Tommy's murder? 
If I'd killed him, it would be for self defense. | don't go around killing people for fun" 


Pasi's eyebrow rose. "But you would kill people for no fun?" 


Henkka snorted. "You know what | mean. If | was going to kill anyone, there would have to be a very good 


reason." 


Pasi nodded. "| can understand that. You never struck me as being that impulsive. Everything is thought out in 


advance and executed. You're a regular machine." 
Henkka chuckled. "Something like that. | just wish there was more to these killings." 


Pasi thought for a moment. "Well, Masi disappeared the day after Tommy was killed. He never showed up for 


his shift. | doubt it has anything to do with Tommy, but it is oda." 
Henkka frowned. "Who the hell is Masi?" 
Pasi snorted. "Did you ever follow my advice and go to that seedy bar?" 


Henkka nodded. "Yeah, | went there right after you said it. Talk to the bartender, who at first wanted to throw 
me out, but then spilled everything once | caught on that he was a former Don bodyguard" 


Pasi blinked. "He was? Weird, he never told me that when | would go down on him behind the bar." 
Henkka snorted. "Do you have any shame? What if a customer saw you?" 


Pasi leaned back and laughed. "It's a titty bar, Henkka. No one is going to give a shit if someone is getting head 


out in the open Its a requirement for those places. Now you know why it's seedy." 

Henkka groaned and turned away from Pasi. "You just had to make that joke." 

Pasi grinned and slid his hand between Henkka's legs. "Well, it's true.” 

Henkka pushed Pasi's hand away. "Not now. Anyway, who the hell is Masi?" 

Pasi rolled his eyes and fondled Henkka's crotch. "Masi is the bartender. Or was the bartender when he was 
around. No one knows where he's disappeared to. A few rumors are going around saying he's dead." Pasi slid his 
hand into Henkka's pants, rubbing the hard cock inside. "I hope he isn't dead, he had a nice cock to suck. Not too 
big, not too small, just right." 

Henkka took Pasi's hand out of his pants. "Thanks for the insight, Goldilocks. And knock it off" 

Pasi leered and put his hand back into Henkka's pants. "That's what I'm trying to do. Getting you off, that is." 


Henkka snorted and shook his head. "Are you always in the mood for foreplay and sex?" 


Pasi grinned and slowly wanked Henkka's cock. "Always. | have appetites that need to be fed. It's a physical 


problem" 

Henkka hissed when Pasi's hand speed up. "You're insatiable, you know that?" 

Pasi shifted over to lean against Herkka body. "Isn't that why you pay for me?" 

Henkka groaned and pushed his hips up to meet Pasi's hand. "| didn't always pay for you" 


Pasi sighed and moved his hand faster over Henkka's cock. "Ah, the good old days. When we were dumb 


teenagers playing hooky to get some nookie." 
Henkka arched and moaned. "And your puns are still as bad as they were back then" 


Pasi kissed the side of Henkka's neck. "I'm amazed you can still get out full sentences. | must be going too easy 


on you." 


Henkka's eyes drifted shut, his body too far done to do anything else but feel. Pasi made one final hard jerk 


before Henkka grunted and came all over his hand 

Pasi grinned and licked the come off his hand "Another satisfied customer” 

Henkka opened his eyes and reached out for Pasi's face. He ran his thumb over Pasi's lips. 

Pasi tried to pull away. "Henkka" 

Henkka looked into Pasi's eyes. “It's been a long time since we kissed. | always wondered if you taste the same" 


Pasi removed Henkka's hands from his face. "And you'll have to keep wondering. Its one of my rules - no 


kissing a client" 


Henkka sighed. "You don't have to always been a lay for someone. You could..well, you could be with me. We 


were good together as kids." 


Pasi shook his head. "It wouldn't work, and you know it. Besides, | like being able to fuck every man in town It's 
fun and exciting." 


Henkka nodded and stared at his hands. "Yeah." 


Pasi frowned and touched Henkka's arm. "I'm sorry, Henkka. Sorry for getting you involved with me in the first 


place. If I'd known it would end up this way, | would have never kissed you while drunk all those years ago." 
"So, | was just some random guy to kiss?" 


Pasi smiled. "No, you were my first crush. | thought it was weird to be attracted to a guy until | figured out 
that girls did nothing for me." Pasi laughed. "So in reality, you're the reason | do guys now." 


Henkka snorted. "Happy to be of service." 
"Besides, | thought you were shacking up with Marko?" 


Henkka sighed and gripped the steering wheel. "Not anymore. | don't even know what | did to make him hate me. 
It used to be so easy with Make, and now it's like pulling teeth just to talk to him." 


"That's why you came back. | haven't seen you in months and then you appear out of the blue. | just assumed 


you'd missed me." 


Henkka smiled and pulled Pasi into his arms. "I did miss you. And stop squirming. | get a cuddle with my 
handjob." 


Pasi sighed and let Henkka hold him. "You do know you're the only one that | allow to do this.” 
Henkka grinned and nuzzled along Pasi's neck. "Because lm the best?" 


"Something like that." 


Chapter 6 


Henkka waltzed into the club and headed straight for the bar. He tapped on the counter. "Beer." 


The barman behind the counter was a tall guy with a bald head. He eyed Henkka for a moment before grabbing 


a beer from below. "Five." 


Henkka nodded and pulled out a five dollar bill. He took the beer and slipped his slowly. "Not much action at the 


moment.” 
The barman wiped down the counter, but said nothing. 


Henkka's eyebrow rose. "You must be new or something. The last guy | talked to was average height with a 
ponytail. Is he still here?" 


The barman continued to wipe down the counter. 


Henkka snorted. "I see. Well, hopefully this place gets jumping soon An empty titty bar is horrible to witness 


for long." 
The barman nodded to someone behind Henkka. 
Henkka frowned. "What?" 


Two burly guys grabbed Henkka's arms from behind. Henkka tried to get free. "Hey, | haven't even finished my 
beer yet" 


One of the guys holding him snorted. "And you never will. We don't want your kind in his bar ever again" 
Henkka rolled his eyes. "Compared to the rest of these lowlifes, I'm practically the Queen of England." 


The men dragged Henkka to the door and tossed him outside. One of them dusted their hands off. "Be gone and 


don't let me see you here again" 
Henkka sighed and shuffled back to his car. He stopped short when he saw Elias learing against it. "What now?" 
Elias folded his arms across his chest. "tm here to tell you that you didn‘t kill Jani Liimatainen" 

Henkka snorted and unlocked his car. ‘I could have told you that” 


Elias slipped into the passenger side of Henkka's car. "You know | had to be sure. Never mind the miles of 


paperwork and such." 


Henkka sighed. "Yeah, | know. | just don't like be suspected for murder that easily." 
"IFs nothing personal, you know. I've been trained to suspect everyone until proven guilty." 
Henkka snorted. "Isn't that innocent until proven guilty?" 


Elias laughed. "In this town, it's the other way around, because damn near everyone who gets taken to my jail 
is guilty of something or other.” 


Henkka smiled and faced the road. "So, who did kill Jani?" 


Elias sighed. "It was a dead end for days, until one of my men just happened for find something interesting in 
the dumpsters out back" 


Henkka's eyebrow rose. "What did you find?" 

"A black knit cap and a fake beard" 

Henkka frowned. "A fake beard? So it was intentional to try and frame me?" 

Elias nodded. "I believe so. Thankfully this guy was stupid enough to discard it covered with his fingerprints." 
Henkka snorted. "Idiot. Did you get a match?" 

"Yep, to a guy named Mika Lepponen. Turns out the guy has a file as long as my arm. 
Henkka laughed and pointed to Elias’ bulky arm. "That must be one big file.” 

Elias rolled his eyes. "Very funny. Anyway, guess who our boy Mika's last employer was?" 
Henkka lit up a cigarette. "Don Portimo?" 

"Nope. Aatu Kakko." 

Henkka choked on the cigarette smoke. "Seriously?" 


Elias nodded and pulled out a folder. "Yep. His interrogation says it all. Aatu asked him to whack Jani for what 
he did to the Kakko clan. He'd supposedly been waiting until Jani came out of hiding to do the job." 


Henkka sighed. "That figures. | assume you arrested him and called Aatu?" 


Elias grinned. "Oh yes, and as usual Aatu denied any involvement. My men are watching the jail around the clock 


to see if Aatu sends someone to bump Mika off. If he does, | will catch him in the act." 


Henkka snorted and took a drag of his cigarette. "Not unless he pays someone off or has one of your boys on 
his payroll" 


Elias sighed and shrugged. "Probably. | don't really care anyway. I'm just happy to have closer on that case. 


Speaking of cases, any news on Tommy's?" 
Henkka shook his head. "I got a possible lead with the disappearing barman, but that's about it." 
Elias’ eyebrow arched. "What disappearing barman?" 


Henkka sighed and waved a hand. “The guy tending bar at that sleazy joint down the way from Timo's. | can't 
remember what it's called, some kind of titty bar filled with Don's kids and other thugs." 


Elias laughed. "It's called the Kat Klub. I've heard of it, but never had the pleasure to visit it yet 


"Yeah well, Pasi told me someone there would know where Jani was. Turns out the now missing bartender was 


a former Don Liimatainen bodyguard. You can always tell the type with the mafia tattoos and stocky build” 


Elias sighed. "Indeed | can" He sat up suddenly. “But wait, he used to guard Don Liimatainen? Was he close to 
Jani?" 


Henkka took one last drag from his cigarette and stubbed it out in the overflowing ashtray. "From what | can 
gather, yes. He seemed awfully protective when | said something bad about Jani to get his attention" 


Elias stroked his beard. "Enough to kill?" 
Henkka sat back in his seat. "Shit. Why didn't | think of that?" 


Elias chuckled and patted Henkka on the arm. "Sometimes it helps to talk about it." 


Henkka rolled his eyes. "I can't believe | didn't think of it sooner. | could totally buy him knocking off Tommy, 
because he probably thought Tommy killed Jani." 


Elias nodded. "That's a very good theory, and probably right. If he was that protective, even if not being under 
Don Liimatainen's employment, he would totally kill someone if he thought they were Janis killer.” 


"And Tommy is a perfect target. Don Portimo is the one who paid you off to get his hands on Jani. Though, 
how the hell did Jani break out of their compound?" 


Elias shrugged. "Hell if | know. Though I'd be amazed if he did it alone. | bet he had help." 


"When was Tero Portimo killed? Was it before Tony did the jewel heist?" 

Elias frowned. "Why do you ask?" 

Henkka grinned. "I think Tommy's brother helped Jani escape." 

Elias shook his head. "He couldn't have. Tero was killed before any of this started. In fact, right before the 
jewel heist started. Makes you wonder if Tommy was forcing Tony to do all of the dirty work After all, Tony 
killed his brother on purpose with an unmarked car." 


Henkka stroked his beard. "I wonder who Tony was taking orders from? | doubt it was from Aatu." 


Elias snorted. "It wouldn't surprise me if Aatu was indeed behind that. For as much as Don Portimo, Marko's 
father, and Aatu Kakko were friends, they were also all in competition with each other." 


"Still, there's a missing piece of this puzzle. And | haven't the foggiest idea where to look first." 


Elias sighed. "Well, | can help you out with the barman. He can't be that hard to find in his town, assuming he's 
still alive. | haven't heard of any floaters lately, but who knows these days." 


Henkka nodded and turned the key to his car. Nothing happened. He sighed and rubbed the dashboard. "Come on 
baby, | need you for an errand, nothing fancy." 


Elias laughed. "You talk to your car?" 

Henkka flushed and continued to stare at the dash. "Ignore him, you know | wouldn't ruin your beauty sleep if it 
wasn't really important. | need to find someone." He waited a few seconds before turning the key again. It 
roared awake and spitting. "Aww, that's my girl. You know | love you more than anything in this world.” 

Elias opened the car door to get out. "That | wouldn't doubt." 

Henkka rolled his eyes and stepped on the gas, speeding away from Elias. 

Elias sighed and shook his head. 


EEEE EE EE EEK 


Henkka headed for the docks near southside. He figured he might as well start from the murder scene to get 
any clues. And hopefully the murderer returning to the scene of the crime to gloat. 


Whatever the case, Henkka knew he was nearing the end of his investigation. Soon all would be revealed. He just 


needed to finish the Tommy part. 


Someone killed the blond bully and Henkka wanted to know who. Besides if it was Masi, he would be somewhere 
near southside like Jani had. 


Henkka pulled his car to the side of the road near old railroad tracks. He remembered playing along these very 


same tracks as a kid Now they were rusted over and filled with weeds, never to be used again 

He shut his car door softly in the quiet area as not to disturb whatever might be waiting for him. Every time 
he walked into southside, something was waiting. Henkka hoped it wasn't someone with a gun. If there was one 
thing he couldn't dodge, it was bullets. 

Water swirled slowly around the docks, calming all of the annoyances in Henkka's body at once. It always had 
that effect on him. Having a shitty day at school? Head to the docks to watch the water and drift wood float 
by. And a few dead bodies as well. This was southside, after all 


Henkka sighed and stared in the murky depths, hoping for it to lead him on. A shadow case over his own, 
blotting out his shape on the water. He snorted. "Hello Masi." 


Masi snorted and lit a cigarette. "How the hell did you know it was me?" 


Henkka laughed. "Of course it was you. Jani is dead. Tommy is dead. There's no one else here but you anymore." 


He stopped to light his own cigarette. "Hell, not even Make comes here." 
Masi sighed. "Yeah. No one left but me. And you too." 


Henkka snorted. "This isn't my life anymore. Southside is just a bit of old memory locked in my head. Something 
to tell kids about when | grow old." 


Masi laughed and shook his head. "That ain't going to happen, and you know it. You're as marked as | am now." 


Henkka sighed and took a deep drag of his cigarette. "Figures. They called me on to help solve a case, and now 
they're trying to frame me for Jani's murder. Why the hell would | kill him in the first place?" 


Masi snorted. "| never thought you did it anyway. It was that loser Tommy. The same idiot who had Jani 


tortured when they bribed his release from Elias. 

Henkka shook his head. "Nope, it was Tommy who helped Jani escape from the Portimo compound! 

"Bullshit, that asshole wouldn't help anyone but himself" 

Henkka laughed. "That may be true, but there's no one else left to help Jani escape. Tero was already dead and 


you can bet Don Portimo wouldn't let him go. Tommy is the most logical choice. For as much as he was an 


asshole in life, he did have one redeeming quality - he was secretly in love with Jari.” 


Masi scoffed. "You're crazy. The last thing Tommy was in love with is Joni." 


Henkka shook his head. "And you're wrong. | asked him about Mikko and he said he killed Mikko in rage. The thing 
is Tommy killed Mikko for two reasons." He pitched his cigarette into the circling water. "The first being that 
Mikko cheated on him. The second, Mikko cheated on him with the one person he really loved - Jani. The anger 
on his face told me everything | needed to know. | thought it was a simple jealous rage, but it wasn't. He let us 
go, despite having the ability to take Janis head off with one blow. You can't do that if you don't care about 
that person" 


Masi stared at Henkka dumbfounded. "That..that can't be. He killed Jani in the jail cell." 
"Nope, it was the one person who hated Jani above all - Aatu Kakko." 
Masi's eyes drifted shut. "Shit." 


Henkka sighed. "Exactly. It was a good guess to suspect Tommy, but the wrong one. And now Don Portimo will 
know you killed his son 


Masi opened his eyes and pitched his used cigarette into the water. "You're going to rat me out?" 
Henkka shook his head and sighed at the swirling water. "Elias will. We were taking about this case earlier in my 
car, figuring out who Tommy's killer could be. | know Don Portimo lines his pockets every now and again, and 


especially now with Tommy dead." 


A blare of sirens surrounded their position before Masi could get another word out. Elias stepped out of the 
middle car and headed for Henkka's position. 


Henkka sighed and turned to Masi. "If it means anything, l'm happy you took out Tommy. One less pest to ruin 
the big reveal." 


Masi frowned and watched Henkka head for Elias. He shrugged and followed Henkka into the mayhem of police 


cars. 
OIE 

Elias snorted at Henkka. "Why don't you look at least a little surprised?" 

Henkka laughed. "Of course I'm not. There's no way a chief of police would live on the hill without having 
someore line his pockets. Those houses start at six figures, and we don't pay that much in taxes for you to 


afford that." 


Elias sighed. "You're way smarter than you look sometimes, you know that?" 


A black limo pulled alongside the police cars. Elias frowned and turned to Henkka. "Who the hell is that?" 
Henkka grinned. "Hopefully Aatu Kakko." 


Elias frowned as he watched two bodyguards and Aatu Kakko get out of the limo. He sighed. "Let me guess, 


you invited him?" 

Henkka nodded and searched around the myriad of police cars for a lone figure weaving around them. The man 
wore a frown covering his whole face. Henkka pointed at him. "And there's the last of our merry bunch. Now 
we can begin" 

Elias called after Henkka. "Begin what?" 


FEKE EE KK 


Henkka stood in the middle of the police cars. Many surrounded him including Don Portimo, Aatu Kakko, Marko 


Paasikoski, Masi, and Elias. He glanced around the men and then grinned. 
Marko broke the silence first with a sigh. "Why have you brought me here?" 


Henkka gave Marko a sad smile. "To give the big reveal, of course. You can't have a thrilling detective story 


without the big reveal. It's a tradition that can't be skipped" 
Aatu stepped forward. "Enough of this foolishness, who killed my son?" 


Henkka wiggled a finger at Aatu. "Patience, my employer, patience. First, let's talk about Mikko Harkin. The start 
of this whole mess, or rather the catalyst." 


Don Portimo snorted. "He's dead and gone. Why this now?" 
Henkka smiled at Don Portimo. "Something your son saw to. Though not for what you think.” 
Don Portimo frowned. "What's that supposed to mean?" 


Henkka laughed. "Your son was Mikko's lover, but in reality he wanted to be Jani's. It was his idea to do the 


whole seduction of Jani, wasn't it Marko?" 
Marko stared at Henkka dumbfounded. "How the hell did you figure that out?" 


Henkka shrugged and lit a cigarette. "It was a lucky guess. Tony volunteered for the job becouse he wasn't 
getting any from Timo anymore. Timo had retired from the prostitute business to manage others. Tony had no 


one to get his rocks off on, so he chose Jani. Much to Tommy's dismay.” 


Marko sighed. "Tommy was pissed to say the least, but it was abated by the sheer amount of money he 
netted in the heist." 


"That is, until Mikko did something very stupid by trying to blackmail Don Portimo." 


All eyes turned to Don Portimo. He sighed. "What a pissant, that Harkin boy was. The sheer amount of nerve to 
try and blackmail me. | had him eliminated immediately." 


Aatu rolled his eyes. "Always the damn hothead. Your stupidity is the reason the whole thing went to shit in 
the first place. If you had told me or anyone besides your thug kid, this wouldn't have escalated this far." 


Henkka nodded. "And sadly Tommy got killed for all of the wrong reasons in the end." 
Don Portimo frowned. "What do you mean?" 
Henkka waved his hands. "Sorry, lim getting ahead of myself. Let's move onto Jani.” 


Masi sighed. "Jani didn't deserve the shit fate this whole heist gave him. He was a nice guy, despite being the 


son of a mob boss." 
Marko snorted. “Bullshit. Jani knew from the start he was being used. The only reason he didn't call Tony on it 
was because he stupidly fell for him, much to Tommy's hatred. You wouldn't believe the arguments they had 


in the warehouse over that. | wouldn't be surprised if Tommy bumped off Tony.” 


Henkka grinned. "And | can tell you without any doubt that Tommy didn't kill Tony, despite having a lot of 


reasons." 
Aatu clenched his fists at his sides. "Then who the hell did? I'm getting tired of his nonsense." 


Henkka laughed. "Not nonsense, Aatu, the truth. | know it's hard to hear that your son Tony fucked a ton of 


people in this town, literally and figuratively. He was scum, that's for sure.” 

Elias stepped in "And I'll ask you for the fourth time, how do you know that if you've never met him?" 
Henkka rolled his eyes. "Stop making me go out of order. We'll get to your lover soon" 

Elias winced and stepped back into the circle. 

Marko folded his arms across his chest. "So then who did kill Jani? | assume it wasn't Tommy?" 


Henkka shook his head. "No, Tommy loved Jani too much to do that. Even in anger, it dissipated away when Jani 


was near. | saw that first hand in the alley a week ago." 


Masi sighed. "I don't get it, why would Tommy have any feelings for Jani? They didn't even know each other." 
Aatu Kakko snorted. "Yes, they did. All of the boys knew each other at one time growing up. When the families 
were united years ago, they spent summers with each other. | didn't think about until now that Tommy did 
spend an awful lot of time with Jani back then" 


Henkka nodded and pitched his used cigarette. "And Tony remembered. | can almost bet a satisfied grin covered 


his lips at the thought of taking someone from Tommy. Just like it did when he killed Tero." 


Don Portimo turned to Aatu Kakko. "I can't believe you had Tony kill my son. Tero wasn't involved with anything 


having to do with your business.” 
Aatu Kakko snorted. "I didn't have a hit on Tero. That was all Tony from what | can figure." 
Don Portimo frowned. "Why?" 


Henkka rolled his eyes. "Haven't you been listening? Tony hated Tommy enough to steal Janis heart away, what 
makes you think he wasn't above killing Tero just to get back at Tommy?" 


Elias frowned. "Yes, but that still doesn't make any sense. Despite knowing Tony only six months, he didn't do 


anything without a reason" 

Henkka's eyebrow rose. "Six months?" 

Elias sighed. "See? You don't know as much as you think. Yes, six months." 

Marko rolled his eyes. "He paid you off in the beginning, didn't he?" 

Elias flushed. "Yes, but it wasn't like that. | wasn't a whore for his amusement. It was more than that." 

Marko laughed. "My ass, Tony used you like he used all of us." 

“Actually he didn't use Elias at all" 

All men turned to watched Timo Kotipelto advance into the circle. He grinned at them. "Are we having a party 
in Tony's honor? And shame on you Henkka for not inviting me. | have as much of a reason to be here as they 


do." 


Henkka laughed. "You don't belong here, Timo. There isn't a bone in your body that wanted him dead, unlike the 
rest of the people standing here." 


Aatu looked at Timo with disgust. "What would my son have to do with this.this thing.’ 


Henkka opened his mouth to say something but stopped when Timo's hand went up. 

Timo advanced on Aatu and stood right in front with his hands on his hips. "| am not a thing, you thug. l'm the 
only male madam in this town and you will give me some respect. I've brought many of your sons into their 
manhood over the years. Without me, your boys would be boring and married." 

Marko frowned. "Wait a minute, Tony lost his virginity at your place?" 

Timo turned to Marko. "Yes, and he was one of the last ones that | did myself." 

Marko paled. "But.but | thought | was his first." 


Henkka stared at Marko. "You? You never told me that you were with Tony? When the hell was this?" 


Marko snorted and folded his arms across his chest. "So you could use it against me? | may have feelings for 


you, but I'm not that stupid" 


Aatu threw his hands into the air. "| don't care about my son's previous love interests, | want to know who 


killed him!" 
Henkka nodded. "We're getting too far away from the goal. Now let's talk about Tommy." 
All of the men groaned in unison. 


Henkka rolled his eyes. "He's as much connected to all of this as Tony is. And he plays a central part into Jani's 


murder." 

Don Portimo blanched. "My son killed Jani too?" 

Henkka shook his head. "No, that was all Aatu's doing. Isn't that right, Aatu?" 

Aatu sighed. "That man disgraced our family, probably more so than Tony did. | had been close friends with 
Don Liimatainen and then he blew me off ten years after Jani was born Needless to say we became enemies 
after that." 


Masi frowned. "You killed him for sleeping with Tony?" 


"Not just sleeping with Tony, the whole way he tried to get back at Tony for it. Didn't you know about the 
times Jani tried to kill Tony?" 


Masi sighed. "Yeah, but he never went through with it. Jani backed out every time. How does that make him a 


wanted man?" 


Henkka grinned. "Because Jani knew too much. Or so Aatu thought. In reality, Tony probably told him nothing, 
but it was a risk he couldn't take. Though what | want to know is why frame me for it?" 


Aatu snorted. "You have to ask? You're a goddamn nuisance, that's what. | was tired of your antics and 


thought maybe | could kill two birds with one stone’ 

Elias' eyebrow rose. "Then why hire him at all?" 

Aatu shrugged. ‘It's not like | have a lot of choices. It's either your idiots or him’ 

Don Portimo rolled his eyes. "You and your petty grudges" He pointed to Masi. "Why is he here?" 


Henkka smiled. "I'm getting to that. So let's recap, Jani was killed by one of Aatu's men. Tommy, on the other 
hand, was killed by this man - Masi." 


Don Portimo shook his head. "I don't understand. Why kill my son? | don't even recognize your name." 


Masi sighed and spread his arms wide. "I used to be Janis bodyguard for Don Liimatainen. When Jani was 
disowned, | went with him. Protecting and hiding him in southside from Aatu Kakko." 


"And?" 
Masi shuffled his feet. "| hated Tommy. Every time Jani would talk about Tommy it was in disgust." 


Henkka nodded. "That's because Tommy killed Mikko and Jani still blamed him for it. That much | know from 


when | found Jani." 


Masi sighed. "| should have been there to protect him, but | was working. | would have never let him go to jail 


for something he didn't do. He didn't kill Tony.” 
Aatu frowned. "How can you be so sure? He obviously tried before.” 


Masi glanced over at Aatu. "Because Jani was at the bar | work at that night. It was one of the rare times he 


was out. | kept an eye on him all night 

Don Portimo frowned. "I'm missing something." 

Henkka nodded. "Indeed. The reason Masi killed Tommy. Go ahead, Masi." 

Masi sighed. "I thought he killed Jani. | was so sure of it that my emotions got the best of me." 


Don Portimo turned to Henkka. "That's what you meant from before. Tommy was killed for the wrong reason" 


Henkka smiled. "Glad you're paying attention, and that's indeed what | meant. Tommy was mistakenly killed 
because Masi assumed he'd killed Jani. He must have forgotten how wanted Jani was by the Kakko clan." 


Masi nodded. "| did" He turned to Don Portimo. "l'm sorry for killing your son. Do with me as you wish. My life 


is over anyway." 

Aatu stepped forward. "Nonsense, | could always use a bodyguard" 

Don Portimo snorted and stood next to Masi. "I don't think so, Masi owes me for taking my son's life." 
Marko rolled his eyes. "They're like children fighting over the best toy." 


Aatu glanced over at Marko. "You of all people should know the value of good bodyguards. l'm surprised your 
trained dogs aren't with you." 


Marko sighed. "There was no need. I'm not in any danger from this’ 
Aatu glared at Marko. "Unless you killed my son? IF that's the case, then you will be taken care of as well’ 
Henkka stepped between the two. “Don't waste your energy. Marko didn’t kill Tony either: 

Marko sighed and turned to Henkka. "Then end this charade now and tell us who did" 

Aatu nodded. "Yes, let's finally get to Tony. lve had enough of this. 

Henkka grinned at them. "You mean you haven't figured it out?" 

Marko folded his arms across his chest. "I have and so did Tommy, but | dont want to spoil your fun’ 
Aatu shook his head. "| don't understand. What fun?" 


Henkka smiled. "My fun. Who killed Tony Kakko?" He waited a few seconds and then spread his arms wide. "I did" 


Chapter 1 


Elias sighed and stared at the ground. "Dammit, | didn't want that to be true" 

Henkka snorted. "Trust me, Elias, you're better off Tony wasn't worth your time or effort" 

Marko touched Elias’ arm. "Ignore his jealousy’ 

Henkka rolled his eyes. "Is that why you think | killed Tony? Something as petty as jealousy?" 

Elias glanced up. ‘Isn't it? It makes perfect sense when you think of it that way.” 

Henkka shook his head. “It wasn't jealously. | could give a damn who you're banging. And for the record, | have 
no designs on you or Tony. The man was a menace who needed to be taken down, but in reality it wasn't even 


that: 


Aatu Kakko stared at Henkka. "Then what was it? From what | can gather, you obviously never liked my son at 
all. Sounds pretty petty to me." 


Henkka grinned. "You're right, | couldn't stand the way your son treated people. But do you know why | killed 


him?" 
Masi blinked. "To get back at Tommy?" 
Henkka rolled his eyes. "You've got Tommy on the brain. And no, it's got nothing to do with him either." 


Timo frowned. "I can't believe you would just kill him for the hell of it. Not when you went to so much trouble 


hiding your secret." 


Henkka nodded. "And you'd be right. | had a motive, but not your typical kind" He turned to the gathering. 
"What is the first thing you think of when people mention me?" 


Aatu snorted. "Menace and pain in the ass are at the top of my list" 
Elias rubbed his beard and then stared over at Henkka. "Bumbling." 
Henkka grinned and pointed at Elias. "Exactly." 

"You did this to prove that you were capable of outsmarting us?" 


Henkka nodded. "Yes. Most of you think of me as a waste of space. Instead, this waste of space just pulled off 
the kill of the decade. And only a handful figured it out” 


Aatu blinked. "That's it? You killed him to prove us wrong? What kind of motive is that?" 


Elias sighed. "A twisted one. And it was brilliant, I'll grant you that. Had you not slipped up a few times, you 
might have gotten away with it.” 


Timo frowned. "But why now? This would have gotten way more attention had you done it around the time 


Tony did his big jewel heist” 

"Timing is everything, isnt Henkka?" 

Henkka turned and sighed. "Dammit, who invited you?" 

The man smiled and walked into the grouping. "I don't need to be invited. I've been hunting for you again" 


Elias frowned. "Wait, you're the guy that was in my office a few weeks back You were warning me about 


Henkka." 
The man nodded. "Indeed | was. Ever wonder how | got into your office so easily?" 


Elias shrugged. "How does anyone get into my office easily? Everyone seems to be there whether | like it or 
not." 


The man laughed. "It's because | work for the FBI." He opened his coat to withdraw a badge. "Agent Ahti 


Kortelainen" 
Henkka rolled his eyes. "More like Pain-in-the-ass Kortelainen." 
Ahti grinned. "Something like that. And | see you've been a bad boy again, Henrik" 


Henkka grimaced. "Don't ever call me that name again. There are only two people in this world allowed to use 


that and you're not one of them" 


Ahti laughed. "I love that how it still riles you up after all these years. Why don't you enlighten them about 


where you were after you skipped town at age fifteen?" 
Henkka walked over to stand in front of Ahti. "Like hell | will. And what are you doing here anyway?" 


Ahti smiled. "You know why I'm here, and bravo for making it seem like all of them did it. For a while, even | 


was fooled. That is, until you gave yourself away." 


Henkka frowned. "I didn't give myself away." 


Marko snorted "Actually you did. Someone saw you killing Tony. Or rather, saw your car there. That's what 
Tommy and | were discussing that night. He showed me pictures of you there." 


Henkka swore. "Dammit. | thought | took every precaution." 

Marko sighed. "Except the human element. Since you didn't know about our warehouse in southside, you 
wouldn't know that there were always people around. Hell, I'm surprised | didn't see you since | was the one 
meeting Tony that night in the first place." 

Elias shook his head. "No, he gave himself away before that." 


Marko frowned "Before killing Tony? That would be quite a stretch." 


Elias rolled his eyes. "Before the photos surfaced. Every time | would talk about Tony, Henkka would get very 
angry. At the time, | couldn't figure out why. Now | know." 


Ahti wiggled a finger at Elias. "Oh no, you don't. Not unless you were at this very spot IO years ago." 


Henkka shook his head at Ahti. "No, you're not going to tell them that." He grabbed the front of Ahti's coat and 
shook it. "I won't let you!" 


Marko frowned and walked over to stand beside Henkka "What happened down here?" 
Henkka kept shaking his head. "No, no, no. You can't!" 


Ahti removed Henkka's hands and held them. "I have to, it's vital to the reason you killed Tony. This was 


planned, yes, but your motive is more than just trying to prove them wrong." 
Elias stared at Ahti. "Was it the reason he disappeared for so long?" 


Ahti nodded. "Yes, it was." He let go of Henkka's hands. "Tell them, Henkka. | shouldn't have to be the one tell 
them. It's your story." 


Henkka backed away from them. "No, | won't." 
Ahti sighed. "Then | will." 


Henkka's eyes drifted shut. 


Ahti frowned and turned to the other men. "As you may or may not know, Henkka's parents died in a car 


crash when he was ten. He bounced around in foster homes for five years until he'd had enough." 


Elias nodded. "Then he disappeared for five years." 


Ahti sighed and nodded. "Yes, but there was a reason he did" 

Henkka opened his eyes and walked over to the edge of the docks. "I killed myself" 

Marko frowned "Killed yourself? But you obviously didn't succeed or we'd all be playing harps right about now" 
Ahti sighed at Marko. "He tried to kill himself, but someone saved him 


Henkka's hands balled into fists at his sides. “That fucking bastard. Why couldn't he just let me die? | had 


nothing to live for, no one cared about me." 
Elias shuffled his feet. "I cared about you." 
Ahti nodded. "And he did too." 


Henkka shook his head, hands still clenched tight. "He did not. He left me there to rot! If he really cared about 


me, he would have visited. But no one visited. No one cared’ 

Marko frowned. "im missing something. Who are we talking about?" 

Henkka spat at the water below. "Tony: 
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Elias stared at Herkka's back. "Tony? Tony saved you from killing yourself?" 

Henkka nodded. "The bastard jumped in the water and pulled me out. | didn't ask for his help. 

Ahti walked over to stand beside Henkka. "But he gave it anyway, without asking for anything in return" 
"| didn't want his help! 


Ahti sighed and gripped Henkka's shoulder. "Whether or not you wanted it or not, he drove to a place he 
thought could help." 


Henkka snorted. "To lock me up and throw away the key.” 
Marko frowned. "Prison?" 


Timo blinked. "A mental institution. That's what Pasi wouldn't tell me when you returned. He's the only one who 


knew where you were.” 


Henkka sighed. "I met him in a town when | got out. | remembered him from when we were kids and followed 


him back here." 

Elias frowned. "How did you get out of a mental institution after trying to kill yourself? Did you escape?" 
Henkka opened his mouth and then closed it. 

Ahti sighed. "I was interviewing a lady in the same hospital Henkka was in. He was sitting off to the side, 
listening to our conversation while reading a book. It's a funny thing about crazy people, they're not really 
crazy per se, just have everything coming at them from all sides. They see things a bit differently than the 
rest of us. Some good, some bad" 


Henkka snorted. "And she was definitely crazy." 


Ahti shrugged. "Maybe. She was also sexually assaulted by her father for decades as well. Sometimes people 
aren't born with it, they get it after traumatic events. Isn't that right, Henkka?" 


Henkka shivered. "They never came back. It's not like | had any choice in the matter." 
Marko frowned. "You weren't in the car, were you?" 


Henkka shook his head. "No. They went out to see a play and never came back Elias' father was the one who 


told me they were dead" 
Elias sighed. "| remember that day. And | still don't know who killed them." 


Ahti glanced back at Elias. "I do, but first back to how Henkka got out. After | was done with the girl, | went 


over to Henkka. | knew he was watching us and listening. | wanted to know why. 


Henkka snorted. "It's not hard to listen when you're the only people talking in English. Everyone else was busy 
gurgling and pacing." 


Ahti sighed. "Anyway, | asked him what he thought. It surprised him that | wasn't there to chastise him for 


listening.” 
Henkka laughed. "He actually wanted my opinion Some nut job in a loony bin" 


Ahti chuckled. "Oh, but you aren't a nut job Henkka. Even these people wouldn't have suspected it until we told 


them. You were pretending to in order to die. But, | gave you another option" 
‘Nosy bastard” 


Ahti patted Henkka on the back. "Henkka told me that she was lying, covering for her father because of guilt. | 


pressed him on the issue, and he said her body language was off" 

Elias smiled. "He was always perceptive about people. That's been there since | knew him from school." 

Ahti nodded. "Indeed So much so that | started taking Henkka on day trips out of the hospital to interview 
suspects. He would keep quiet during the proceedings and then tell me later if they were lying or not. Hell, he 
was more accurate than a lie detector in some cases." 

Henkka snorted. "Not much to do as a kid other than watch. That and read." 

Ahti smiled. "Still, Henkka was a valuable asset to my team at the time." 

Marko lit a cigarette. "But something changed?" 

Ahti sighed and stared down at the water. "I was posted somewhere else, but | made sure Henkka got out of 
the hospital. He hadn't tried suicide since working with me and | stated that | didn't think he was a danger to 


himself anymore." 


Henkka watched a piece of driftwood circle in the water. "And | was back to square one. No family, no job, 
nothing." 


Timo smiled and touched Henkka's back. "Except you found Pasi." 


Henkka sighed, a smile crossing his lips. "Yeah, or rather he found me. He'd been going from town to town 


trying to see where | ended up to. He's a persistent bastard when he wants to be." 
Timo grinned. "And so your lengthy bill at my place began" 


Henkka snorted. "It was entrapment. How was | supposed to know he was working for you? Still, some of those 


nights were worth every penny back then 
Ahti laughed. "See? You weren't as alone as you thought you were." 


Henkka sighed and waved his head. "Semantics. Either way, being a detective fit like a glove. For a while, at 


least." 

Elias frowned. "Until the Kakko dog case." 

The smile disappeared from Henkka's face and replaced with a grimace. "| shouldn't have taken it. | should have 
just ignored the request, but | didn't and ended up running into Tony again. The bastard didn't even acknowledge 


me when | was there." 


Ahti sighed. "You still blame him for saving your life, even after all those years?" 


Henkka nodded. "Yes, because for as much as | have, that bastard is still guilty of interfering where he doesn't 
belong." 


Ahti touched Henkka shoulder. "Even after killing your parents’ killer?" 
Henkka frowned and turned to Ahti. "What are you talking about?" 


Ahti nodded. "So you don't know. | was wondering if you'd figured it out with all of this detecting you've been 
doing." 


Elias frowned. "You said you knew who killed Henkka's parents, but how do you know?" 


Ahti smiled at Elias. "Well, it was no easy task let me tell you. The mafia tends to have that kind of stuff 


buried when it crops up. | can tell you the son of one present is the murderer.” 


All eyes turned to Aatu Kakko. He stared back at them. "Why are you looking at me? Tony was my only son 
and he didn't even have access to a car when Henkka's parents were killed. Besides, he was thirteen when they 


died." 


Don Portimo sighed and turned to Henkka. "It was an accident. Tero was driving while drunk and had no idea 
what happened until it was too late. He wanted to see you and apologize, but | wouldn't let him. Whatever 
happens to the family stays in it. | had it erased on the records that Tero killed them." He turned to Ahti. "In 
fact, how is it that you managed to find them anyway?" 


Ahti grinned. "I'll get to that in a minute." He glanced over at Henkka. "Ever wonder why Tony killed Tero? Even 
if it stays in the family as Don Portimo just said, it can't when one of them spills the beans. While sitting in a 
sauna Tommy told Tony that his brother killed Henkka's parents." 


Marko glanced up. "Of course, leave it to Tony to find out everyone's secrets. He could manipulate anyone to do 


his bidding with enough information" 


Elias frowned. "But why kill Tero in the first place? Yes, Tony could and probably did blackmail Tommy with 
that information, but why kill Tero and get rid of that hold over him?" 


Ahti turned to Henkka. "Why do you think he did it, Henkka?" 
Henkka shrugged. "I don't know. It wasn't for me." 
Ahti gripped Henkka's shoulder tight. "You're wrong, it was for you. Tony saw how miserable you were and took 


it upon himself to help by killing Tero. He never got a chance to tell you about it because of what happened 
with the whole Mikko debacle." 


Marko frowned. "Tony never told me any of this and | was his closest friend. How is it that you know more 


than me? And don't give me that FBI bullshit, Ive heard enough to fill a lifetime.” 
Ahti laughed at Marko. "Because Tony was working for me 

Henkka's eyebrows jolted up. "Seriously?" 

Ahti nodded. "Yes, and providing me with all sorts of things for the past couple years’ 
Marko frowned. "Wait a minute, he started working for you after he did the heist?" 


Ahti smiled at Marko. "Exactly. | wanted to know how he managed to pull it off. He wasn't as open in the 
beginning, but then suddenly this year he decided to give me everything | wanted." 


Timo sighed. "I know why - Elias. He kept talking to me about how Elias and he would be free and away from 
here soon Though at the time he didn't mention Elias by name, but | figured it out later." 


Elias flushed. "And Tony never bothered to tell me about any of this. The right he was killed, he was anxious to 
tell me something. Maybe it was this, and maybe it wasn't" 


Henkka frowned and turned to Ahti. "l'm screwed" 


Ahti nodded. "Indeed you are. The mafia boys would just brush this aside, but the FBI will not. They knew Tony 


was feeding me information and now that he's dead, they want me to bring in his killer.’ 
"Death penalty?" 


Ahti shook his head. "Not for one murder. You'd have to take out the president for that kind of sentence. For 


this it would be life in prison" 

Henkka sighed. "I don't want to go. If prison is anything like a mental hospital, I'd rather die instead" 
Ahti pulled out his handcuffs. "I know you would, but | don't have that choice." 

Marko sighed and pulled out his checkbook. "How much would it take to keep Henkka here?" 


Henkka frowned at Marko. "You'd buy my safety? But.but | killed your best friend and got the other ore killed 
by mistake." 


Marko shuffled his feet. "Yes, that's true and | probably will never forgive you for either act, but I'd rather 
you alive than dead. l'm betting you'd find a away to kill yourself in the joint. And, well..| don't want you to." 


Timo nodded. "I'll wipe your tab clean to save you from prison too." 


Henkka sighed and shook his head. "No, | deserve to be punished for what | did. There shouldn't be anymore 
involved than has to." He turned to Marko. "Um..l'm sorry. Sorry for fucking up your friendship and life." 


Marko bit his lip when Ahti put the handcuffs on Henkka's wrists. "Wait, there has to be something we can do 
to save him. Can't you see that he'll die without any of this?" 


Ahti sighed. "Look, it's not exactly my choice. They know I'm here to arrest Henkka and if | come back empty 


handed, it will be my ass on the line.” 


Timo walked over to Henkka and touched his shoulder. "I wish Pasi was here to see you go. He's going to be 


pissed that you're not coming back. You were always his favorite." 


Henkka smiled and leaned down to kiss Timo on the cheek. "Tell him he was the best | ever had and l'Il be 
thinking about him always." 


Timo nodded and moved away. 
Marko sighed. "Please, is there anything that | can do to change this?" 


Elias glanced up. "Hell, you could say Henkka was murdered on the scene by an unknown assailant and just leave 


him here to hide out." 
Henkka glanced up at Ahti with a raised eyebrow. "That doesn't sound too hard to pull off." 


Ahti sighed and pushed into the backseat of the car. "Sorry, it won't work. They'll just come back here and 


snoop around which | don't want them to do." 


Marko sighed again and watched Henkka be led to Ahti's car. "Dammit. | have everything at my disposal and | 


can't do a damn thing." 
Aatu Kakko snorted. "Welcome to my world, kid. At least you didn't lose a son" 
Don Portimo rolled his eyes and headed for his limo. "Try two sons." 


Timo touched Marko's arm. "Well if it's any consolation, a quickie is on the house if you need something to help 


with the pain" 


Marko took back his arm. "No thank you." He stalked off to his car, eyes tracking Ahti's car pull away into the 


distance. 


Elias sighed. "I lost him again" 


Timo's eyebrow rose. "Tony or Henkka?" 

Elias bit his lip. "Both of them." 
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The car pulled over to the side of the road. Ahti got out and unlocked the backseat. 
Henkka snorted and climbed out. “It's about time. Take these damn things off already." 


Ahti rolled his eyes and fished out the handcuff key from his pocket. "No need to be testy. | saved your life 


back there in case you hadn't noticed’ 

Henkka sighed. "tm going to miss that town Ht was like a second home to me. 
Ahti's eyebrow rose. "A second? Where was the first?" 

Henkka thought for a moment. "Oh yeah, that doesn't make sense, does it?" 

Ahti snorted and unlatched the handcuffs. "And they say you're the smart one.” 
Henkka frowned and pointed at the car. "How did you get this?" 

"Stole it. Had to have something to get you out of that jam" 

Henkka laughed. "Is that the guy's badge you're flashing around too?" 


"Nope, its fake. No one ever seems to look closely at it. | was half tempted to put a picture of a dog in it just 
to prove my point. Sadly, | never found one that liked." 


Henkka chuckled and glanced around the deserted road. "Now where?" 


Ahti shrugged. "Hell if | know. We escaped the loony bin, pulled off a murder, and took out a few extras on the 
side." 


Henkka nodded. "That | did." 
Ahti snorted and pulled out a cigarette. "You did? | pulled off the escape and killed Tony Kakko." 
Henkka sighed. "Well, | helped set it up. It's gotta count for something." 


"| guess so. Never would have got Marko suspicious with those mocked up photos. How did you get them to 


Tommy's goons?" 


Henkka pulled a cigarette of his own. "Would you believe | just dropped them on their doorstep? They're not 
exactly smart in the brains department. I'm glad Jani killed them before | became a casualty in our brilliant 
plan." 

Ahti shook his head. "I was tailing you the whole time. If Jani hadn't shown up, | would have killed them too." 
Henkka's eyebrow rose. "You really do like killing, don't you?" 


Ahti sighed. "Only if it has a reason. Just out of fun, no." 


Henkka gripped Ahti on the shoulder. "And that's why | always liked rooming with you at the mental institution 
You think like me." 


Ahti shrugged off Henkka's hand and got into the car. "IF | thought like you, there'd be two huge tabs at that 


whorehouse." 


Henkka pitched his cigarette and climbed into the passenger side. "Hey, don't knock it until you try it. And trust 


me, Pasi was worth every penny | never paid." 
Ahti sighed and turned to Henkka. "Do you still hate Tony Kakko?" 


Henkka shrugged. "I did for so long, but | don't know what to think anymore. | feel bad for Elias, though. He 
might have finally been happy with Tony.’ 


Ahti snorted. "You've changed. I'm proud of you." 
Henkka rolled his eyes. "Just drive." 
Ahti started the car up and glanced over at Henkka. "Where to?" 


Henkka sighed, leaning back in the seat and closing his eyes. "Anywhere but here." 


